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2. The Servant that betrays his Truſt, Pp. 3 
3. Sweet are the Joys of | pear p- 4 
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16. The Bark in Tempeſts toſt. 19 
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21. 


22. 0 ſhou d wanton Fancies move you. 
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23. Silent Night vields no Repoſe. 

24. To love my Wife, io loſe my Wife. 
25. The ſweet and bluſhing Roſe. 

26. When tempting Beauty is the Prize. 


| 10 11 
IR I. The Man, by Foes ſurro 


Flow happy is that I oman's Life. 

18. My Maſter's Pimp and Favourite too. 

19. Charming, lovely Woman, I am in love with thee, 
Yoring I am, and ſore afraid. 


Faint denying. 


27. Ah me! unhappy Maid. 


Kepoſe. 


25. For our Poultry and Flocks we oft break our 
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AIR 29. As wretched and mean we deſpiſe. 
30. Harmleſs Maids, of Men beware. 
31. At Table thus my Maſter feeds. 
32. Be gone, Sir, and fly me. 


| | 33. When youthful May adorns the Year. 


4. O fye ! how could you ſerve me ſo. 
Ea The lovely . 
| 36. We Women appear. | 
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| 38. The powerful Law of Nature. 
39. Free from C onfinement, and Strife, 
40. Reign, Silvia, Reign. 
| 41. Since you deſpiſe my Power. 
(- 42. In vain you ſtorm, and threaten high. 
43. = Rage is paſt conceiving. 


ere can gentle Pity meet. 
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| ES 5 ia in Your For- 
e tune, nobly Ally'd, 
co be agreeable in Your 
Perſon, to have an 
Underſtanding ſolid and exten- 
ſive, and a Wit at once the moſt 
poignant, and yet the moſt in- 
3 A 2 offenſive 
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DEDICATION | 
offenfive and agreeable , may juſt- * 


ly raiſe Admiration and Eſteem 
in others, as they diſtinguiſh vou 
in ſo eminent a manner, and con- 
ſtirute your perſonal Happineſs. 
But as it is that eaſy, graceful i 
manner in which You enjoy them, 
that Freedom from Vanity, Af. 
fectation or Pride, which form your II 
real Character; fo the Uſe You Þ 
make of Your Fortune, Intereſt, b 
and good Senſe, renders them a 
general Bleſſing to all who have 
the Happineſs of being within thjge 
Reach of their Influence. m 
MADAM, I 
our Generofity and Condeſcen- 


tion in permitting this Addreſs, h 
is 


pedro N 
an Inſtance of Both, ſo much to 
; y Advantage, that I find it im- 
poſſible, to ſuppreſs either my 
Pride, or Gratitude, on this Occa- 
J fron 3 eſpecially when I conkder that 
1 it is an Honour, that many before 
2, | b ve Solicited in vain. 
That the Converſation and Friend- 
J hip of a Lady of your Accempliſh 
ments, ſhould be highly eee 
by Perſons of the firſt Rank both 
for Dignity and Virtue (not to 
'C mention the Noble Lord to whom 
e Dou are ſo happily Ally'd) is no 
more a Wonder, than that there 
ſhould be among the Nobility, 
} thoſe who are as eminent for their 
4 good Senſe and fine Taſte, as their 
1 high Stations. 


— 
10 
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That 


DED ICATION. 


That You may ſtill continue the.” 
Ornament of your own Sex, and the 
Admiration of ours, muſt be the 
fincere Wiſh of all who are any x 
ways acquainted with your Merit, 

5 


but of none more than of, 


M ADAM, 


Tour Grateful and Obliged 


Humble Servant. 
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"November 10, 1730, On Thurſday next will be Publiſh'd, where. 
in are a great Variety of New Tunes by the moſh Eminent Maſters, 


(and compleats this Collection) 
| The FIFTH and SIXTH VOLUMES off 


” * * The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection 


of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 


10 each TVN E, and Tranſpos'd for the FLUTE. 


Behold and liſten, while the Fair 
| Breaks in ſweet Sounds the yielding Air; 
4 And with her own Breath fans the Fire, 
Which her bright Eyes did firſt inſpire. Warren: 
Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing- Office in Wild- Court near Lincoln's- 
Inn Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. Of whom 


way be had the FIRST FOUR VOLUMES, 


And on the ſame Day will be Publiſh'd, with a Carious Frontiſpiece 
Defign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank, The Fir ru EDITION of 


J LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. To which is prefix'd a 


3 Account of their Lives, Amouts, and Misfottunes, exttacted chiefly 
om Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 
»REUGHES, Eſq; 
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N. B. A8. III, Page 61, for Scene IX, X, XI, XII, 


XIII, read as follows: » 

A Room in Sir John's Houſe. Sir John diſcover d 4 
at a Table, reading. | . 

Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; | EL 
Tis hard, but you may do it ne'ertheleſs. =P 

In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: "0 


If poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A Poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey ho! 
"This Welford's Daughter has taken to ſtrong hold of my Mind, 
that Books are uſeleſs to me. | Lays aſide the Rook; ] O Silvia, 
Silvia! thou haft too ſtrongly poſſeſs'd my Heart, ever to be 
diſlodg'd. — The Poſſeſſion of other Beauties only fires my I- 
magination with thoſe Joys thou alone art capable to impart. ---- 
I have made thee an ungrateful Return to a diſintereſted Paſſion, 
and made thee ſuffer for what I ought to adore thee. — That 
Virtue which I endeavour'd to ſubdue, has made me Captive; 
and I know not if the Grace of Beauty, or the moſt ſhining Or- 
nament of thy Sex, influences moſt. ---- I have wrong'd thee, 
and am g unjuſt. But I' acknowledge and repair my Fault. 


Enter Jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, I have deliver'd your Letter. 

Sir John. And what Anſwer ? | 

Jon. Her Eyes deliver'd the Greater Part; but her Tongue 
faid it requir'd none. . p 

Sir John. Ha! — Whither am I going? — whither, but to 
Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia; to implore her Pardon, 55 gy 
to expel her Griets, to vow eternal Love, eternal Truth. ; 


AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw, &c. 
Reign, Silvia, reign, c. as in Page 46. [ Exit, 


"I 1 PS 


tz This Opera appearing in Rebearſal too long for one 
Night's Entertainment, ſome Scenes have been ſhorten'd, 
and Airs omitted. 
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Sir John Freeman, 
nd. Welford, 

ba Timothy Stitch, 
I HGaffer Gabble, 
on, Plougbſhare, 

re; Jonathan, 
Sexton, 
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15 : Silvia, 
Dorothy Stitch, 
RN Lettice Stitch, 

5 i Goody Buſy, 

2 f Goody Gabble, 
Goody Coſtive, 
ic, © Betty, 


88 


. 
- a 5 . 
4 alt, At N . - . * 22 5 v — 88 «1 
A FRAY» 8 * * * FR AER * q 
. a6 Abt TTW 
> Ay? . 2 / — « 
ba. Trades * i 2 * > _— — 1 by * - bo 9 0 I 


M E N. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Mr. Valter. 
Mr. Hulett. 
Mr. Laguerre. 


| Mr. Hall. 


Mr. Salway. 


Mr. Hippeſley. 
Mr. Ray. - 


Mrs. Cantrel. 
Mrs. Kilby. 
Mrs. Yincent. 
Mrs. Martin. 
Mrs. Rice. 
Mrs. Forreſter. 


Mrs. Egleton. 
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C 1 — SEINE. I. 
A Room in Welford's Houſe. 


Wards” 


ow, now's the very Criſis of our Fate. 
On this important Hour depends the Happi- 
neſs, or Ruin, of my dear and only Child, 
and all my future Peace, — Why am I thus 
alarm'd! The Event mult ſare be happy! I have 
long, with Pleaſure, beheld their mutual Love. 
The end of all my Hopes and Fears is near — This happy 
Marriage will reſtore my long-loſt Peace of Mind. — After 
Marriage, ſhou'd he prove falſe, or unkind — what Means 
re left — what Power on Earth can do her Juſtice then! — 
Now my Pains return! thus Joy and Anguiſh alternately poſſeſs 
Ny Breaſt, as Hope or Fear prevails, | 
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The Man, by Foes ſurrounded, 
Whilſt with himſelf at Peace, 

Dauntleſs, and uncoufounded, 
Beholds their Rage increaſe, 

But ob! the torturing Pain, 

That racks his Heart and Brain, 

Who, hoarly with himſelf at War, 

The Loe does in his Boſom bear 

Shall this Tempeſt in my Breaſs 

E'er ceaſe, and I have Reſt? N 

E'er ceaſe, and I have Reſt? a 


SCENE II. Welford, and Jonathan. 


Jonathan, Sit John tarries long. 1 
Jon. That is not to be wonder'd at, when he is in ſuch good 1 
Company. I know my Maſter never thinks himſelf ſo happy, 
as when he is with your fair Daughter. Fs 
Welf. Fonathan, I have obſery'd, of all Sir John's Servants,” © 
that you, who, indeed, feem beſt to deſerve it, have the greateſt” 
ſhare in his Confidence and Favour: Now you are not ignorant 
of my Friendſhip for your Maſter, nor of his Pretenſions ß 
Love to my Silvia; both which muſt intereſt me nearly in; - 
every thing that relates to him. I have lately heard ſome Re. 
flections on his Conduct, that much alarm me. You, if you 8 
will, can ſatisfy my Donbts, without Prejudice to your own” hav 
Fidelity, or your Maſter's Honour. 8 
Fox. Ay, dear Sir, I know that any Diſcoveries, which 


on make to you, wou'd be as ſafe as in my own Boſom, n: 
and all the Uſe you wou'd make of 'em, wou'd be to improve 
'em, if poſſible, to my Maſter's Advantage, and not at all to my 8. 
| a 5 Prejudice . 
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FF The CounTRY BURIAL. 3 
% Pp ejudice. What a wicked, cenſorious World do, we live in! 
Mi Maſter is certainly the moſt virtuous, ſober, modeſt 
"Seatleman in the Country; and, to ſay Truth, we are a mighty 
3 alar Family. For my part, I am daily edify'd by his good 
Mample. 

ef This Fellow mocks me. [Aſide.] The Buſineſs of 
y Farm, and the Care of my Flocks call me hence. Fare« 
7 Set My beſt ReſpeQs and Service to Sir Jobn. 


SCENE II. Jonathan. 


, | Ha, ha, ha! a pretty Jeſt truly ! diſcover my Maſter's Secrets 
bor nothing! when Pm ſo well paid for keeping em. 
AIR II. Gami'orum. 
7 The Servant that betrays his Truſt, 
' Who's imploy'd in ſearch of Beauty, 
2 To bis Maſter and himſelf unjuſt, 
8 Has neither Senſe nor Duty. 
\ good Prieſts and Lawyers, by the Throng, 
happ),y : Are well paid for their Pratling ; 
FL What Fool then won d uſe his Tongue, 
nel Who loſes by bis Tatling,— | | 
, — Gami — oram, &c. [Exit Singing. 
— 8 SCENE IV. Another Room in Welford's Houſe. 
le Re. Sir John Freeman, aud Silvia. 


if 70% 8, Urge me no farther I have ſaid too much. How 
r o] gave you drawn from me the fond Confeſſion ? 

mich [if * 2 Meerly to ſay you 1 obey yout 8 that 
7 o mach to ſpent in Adorati our 
3oſom, arms! pay whole Years ſpent in Adoration of you 
nprove Si. What can you ask, or what can I ſay more ? 

to mer Jobn. Can ardent Love be ſatisfy'd with Duty? You might 
J udice e aid as much to any other Man, who.ſhou'd have gain'd 
Wy 4 NP B 2 : your 
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your Father's Approbation. You have not yet, my charming 
Fair, confeſs'd you love. | LY 
S:/. Why will you preſs me to paſs the Bounds of Modeſty 7 
and Prudence? you know my Father does not force my Will. 
l 

1 


bw, 


1 
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Sir John. Why then this needleſs Caution and Reſerve? your 
cruel Coldneſs chills me to the Heart. You never felt Love's 
animating Fire; ſome other Motive. in which Love has no part, 3% 
malt influence you to admit of my Addrefles. —_ 

Sil. Your Suſpicions are as groundleſs as unkind. There may 
be Men falſe, deſigning, cruel and unjuſt, who court and | 
faiter only to deceive: wou'd it be therefore juſt to charge the 
Crimes of ſome on all? and, for your conſtant Love, Truth 
and Sincerity, return you Doubts, Suſpicions and unjuſt Re- 
proaches? There may be Women too, who, for Wealth or 
Power, wou'd give their Hands where they refuſe their Hearts. 
If you think me ſuch a one, for my ſake, and your own, de- 
fiſt at once: for Love, that is not founded on Eſteem, can 
never yield true Satisfaction, or continue long. 

Sir Jobu. Pardon, my deareſt S:/via, a Fault, caus'd only by t 
Exceſs of Love--- Thou art ſo great a Blefling, *twere Preſump- + 
tion to be too ſecure. Long we ſuſpect, and hardly are con- u 
vinc'd that the Treaſure, on which our Happineſs depends, ſhal! 
ever be attain'd. But now my Fears are huſht, and all my o. 


Doubts are fled. WA 
AIR III. Blithe Jockey young and gay. Im 
———* [ | — — 8 . 


. 


Sweet are the Joys of Love, 

| 5 When Doubts and Fears are paſt: 
1 Sil. Virtue does Love improve; | 
1 Truth makes it ever laſt. 

1 . -» Sir John. AU Virtues in thee ſhine, 

Sil. . bate er I am 1s thine. 

Both. Hearts, thus united, prove 

| Karth has no Foy like Love. 
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""*" The. COUNTRY BURIAL. s 
# 5 Sir Jobn. When Love's ſincere and conſtant, how does it bleſ5 
Ind how improve Mankind? yet, ambitious Stateſinen, and foo!ith 
ing nedling Prieſts, wou'd bind in Fetters the noble free-born Pal- 

ion. Vain Attempt! — Marriage ne'er yet kindled a mutual 


eſty = lame, where it was not, but often has extinguiſh'd it where 
Vill. 4 was; Love is its ſelf its own Security, and needs no other 
your Bonds. 
wes FRE Si. This idle Talk, this common: place Raillery on Mar- 
part, **Fiage, I think, at any Time is beſt omitted; but ſure, Sir John, 
tis moſt improper now. You can't expect that a lrlaid, who 
may js not weary of her Condition, will take upon her the Defence 
and pf a Cauſe in which ſhe is not concern'd: yet, to pleaſure you, 
e the | who, I preſume, delight to hear me talk, tho' I thereby diſco- 
ruth ver my own Simplicity, this I will ſay, the World owes its 
Re-. rder, Kingdoms their peaceful regular Succeſſion, and private 


h or Families their Domeſtick Happineſs to Marriage. ; 
arts. > Sir John. The Prejudice of Education only makes you reaſon 
de. thus. I muſt idtrud you better. 

can Sil. Sir John, I underſtand you not 
Sir Jobn. You ſhall joyn with me, by our Example to convince 

by the World, that Love can ſubſiſt without the Marriage Tye. 
IMp- Sil. Sir John Freeman, I have known you long, bred up 
con. under one Roof from Infancy together. I don't remember 
ſhall *Zwhen I knew you not. The innocent Friendſhip, contracted in 
my our Childhood, in you improv'd to Love, or you have been 
a thouſand Times forſworn. If I have been deceiv'd, when 
may a Virgin ſafely believe a Man? I wou'd not wrong your 
Honour by unjuſt Suſpicions, — but if you have abus'd me —— 
Sir Fohbn, If I love thee not, or if I ever ceaſe to love thee, 
may I become the moſt wretched and moſt accurit of Men.— 
May I | 3; 
92 Imprecate no more. Wave this Diſcourſe, and I am ſa- 


= tisfy'd. 
1 


Gb. F Sir John. Tis time, my Silvia, to compleat our Joys. 
I[IT ales her by the Hand.] You muſt now quit your Father's 
humble Root, and ſhine with me. My Wealth, great as it 
is, ſhall be exhauſted to ſupport thy Pleaſures. Love, only 
Love, ſhall be the Prieſt to joyn us. Enjoyment ſhall be our 
Marriage: [She ſtruggles.) Each Day I ſhall a happy Bride- 
groom be, and you a Bride. Mabomet's Paradiſe ſhall be ve- 
— Frify'd in us; and all our long Lives ſhall be but one continu'd 
— *Tranſport. 
— &I:1, Let go my Hand. | 
Sir John. And leſt you ſhou'd think I mean to deceive and to 
forlake you, no proud Heireſs, that brings a Province for her 
Portion, ſhall be joyntur'd as you ſhall be. Half my Eſtate 
hall be ſettled on thee, 
1 B 3 Si 
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Sil. With brutal Force to compel me to hear thy hated Pro- 
poſals, is ſuch Inſolence. Thy Breath is blaſting, and 
thy Touch infectious. Oh that my Strength was equal to 
my Indignation! I'd give my Hand a Ranſom for my Body. 
[ Breaks from bim. 
Sir John. Stay, my charming angry Fair, and hear me ſpeak. 7 
Sil. Wou'd I had never heard you. Oh that 'twere poſſible 
to fly where I might never hear the Voice of Mankind more 
What, ſet a Price on my Immortal Soul aud ſpotleſs Fame? 
Know, thou ungenerous Man, I ne'er was influenced by thy 
Wealth to hearken to thy Vows; for notwithſtanding my 
humble Birth, and Fortune, I ever ſcorn'd Riches, when com- 
par'd to Love, as now I do Love and Thee, compar'd to 
Virtue, She, who capitulates on Terms like theſe, confeſſes 
an Equivalent may be had for Innocence and Fame, and 
there by forfeits both, 


A I R IV. Tweed Side. 


? 2 * 5 


he 9 Yo 
By our Weakneſs we help the Deceit, 
If our Virtue we ballauce with Gold. 


_——_ 


The Coun TRY BURTAL 7 
bes Diſpozour's propos d, if we treat, 
More to Ruin and Infamy ſold. 
The Bird, that beholds the Snares laid, 
Fet preſumprnonſly plays with the Bait, 


By its Raſhneſi and Folly betray'd, 
Repents, and grows wiſer too late. 


7 SCEN E V. Sir John Freeman. 
efſes Sir Jobn. Jonathan. | 


"SCENE VI. Sir John Freeman, ard Jonathan. 
Jon. Sir. 5 ij 8 
Sair Fobs. Order the Groom to bring the Horſes to the Gate. 


v 


SCENE VII. Sir John Freeman. 


I have made a bold, but unſucceſsful Attempt, and by it, 
mr have loſt her for ever — perhaps not. —— I wou'd 
fain ſee her once more, methinks. — And yet there is but little 
Aikelyhood of our coming to an Agreement. I am reſolv'd ne- 
ver to marry ; and ſhe ſeems as much reſolv'd never to comply 
without it. Whatever is the Meaning of it, I find my ſelf 
more aſham'd than angry at the Diſappointment. Tho? 'tis 
-*Tertain that I never did, nor ever can, love any Other Woman 
"half ſo well. I feel a ſtrange Palpiration here! [ Sighing.) I 
am not ſure that I don't like her the better for refuſing me. — 
| Tem ſure of nothing — but that I won't marry —— I muſt 
eien have recourſe to the general Remedy in theſe Caſes, a 
Jeſs ſcrupulous. Female. For tho' that won't remove the 
Cauſe, yet it is an admirable Opiate, and relieves the Symp- 
-20ms to a Miracle. | 
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AI R V. Charming is your Face. 
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Weunded by the ſcoruſul Fair, 

Since ſhe dooms me to Deſpair, 

Let me fly to ſee for Reſt 

On ſome ſofter gentler Breaſt, 

WW hoſe free Soul no Forms enſlave, 
Bat kindly heals the Wounds ſhe gave. 


SCENE VIII. 4 Country Village. 


The Funeral, attended by Timothy Stitch as chief Mourer, 
Lettice, Ploughſhare, Gaffer Gabble, Goody Buſy, Goody 


Gabble, Goody Coſtive, fc. croſſes the Stage. The Sexton 


remains. 


Sex. A very pretty Fancy this of being buried in het 


Cloaths. If it were once a Faſhion, a Seæton might get as much 


as an Overſcer of the Poor, Every Man is for mak ing the moſt 
of his Place. But then there is no Compariſon between ſtary- 
ing the Living and robbing the Dead, for what ſhou'd dead 
Folks do with Cloaths? — But the Truth of it is, in theſe: 


healthy Countries the Poor live ſo ſhamefully long, that Pariſh- 


Officers get little now, beſide good Eating and Drinking. — But 


I have heard that formerly ſuch as were paſt their Labour, uſed 
to be provided for at the Expence of the Sheriff, —— for then, if 
Perſons were likely to become chargeable to the Pariſh, the ap 
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whole Neighbourhood wou'd ſwear that they were Witches or 
Wizards; and ſo they were decently hang'd up, to fave Charges. 
But in London, and other your great Towns, an induſtrious 
8 Man of my Buſineſs may make a good Penny of it ſtill, — for 
there they (teal Bodies and all, but here we're forc'd to let them 
* in their Graves, becauſe we can't tell what elſe to do with 
mem. 


AIR VI. There was a Jovial Beggar-Man. 


Strange Tales ſome lying Travellers tell, 
How Men on Men have fed; 
Of public Shambles, where they ſell 
For Food their Friends when dead. 
The Moral of the Fable thus 
Men, that are wiſe, unfold ; 
No matter ſo you fill your Parſe, 
Tho Living and Dead be ſold. 


| S$CENE IX: 4 Churh-Tard. 


Dorothy Stitch i» the Grave; Timothy Stitch, Ploughſhare, 
Gaffer Gabble, Lettice, Goody Buſy, Goody Gabble, 
Goody Coſtive, Sexton, Sc. 


AIR VII. Bell Chimes. 


3 88 5.8 1 111 
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M hereunto we all muſt come; 
As ſhe to-day, ſo we to-morrow 


6 
1 
15 
6 
5 Tim. Neighbours all, behold with Sorrow, 
. 
! May arrive at uur long Home. 


E. Buſy. 


10 SI L V IA - Or, 15 
G. Buſy. Ah, poor Dorothy Stitch! Reſt her Soul! She was the 
handſomeſt Woman in all our Pariſh. But Beauty is but Skin 
deep, as the Saying is; and you ſee, Neighbours, what we muſt 
all come to. | EIN 
Tim. Oh, my dear Wife! my dear Wife! | 
Let. Oh, my dear Mother! my dear Mother! 
Plou. Don't cry ſo, Lettice; you'll ſpoil your pretty Face. 
Let. What's that to you? | ag 
Plou. Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch ! | ; 
Let. So it is, Mr. Ned Ploughſhare. | ben't afraid of your 7 
telling my Mother now. [ Goes from him. 
G. Buſy. Good Timothy Stitch, don't take on ſo, We did 
not all come together, nor muſt we all go together; and our 
Loſs is her Gain, as we all know, Neighbours. 1 
Omn. Ay, ay, to be ſure. J 
G. Bxſy. Since we muſt live by the Living, and not by the 
Dead, you ought to thank Heaven, and be contented. 0 


AIR VIII. Oh, oh, I've loſt my Love. 
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Tim. Whom cruel Death does ſever; Hum, hum. 
Dreadful Thought! they part for ever, Hum, hum. 
G. Buſy. Net herein ſtill Fortune kind is, Fara-lall. 
When one's gone, more left behind is, Tata-lall. 


A poor Woman, who has loſt one Husband, and is unprovided 
of another, has, indeed, Cauſe enough of Grief. - For tho? ſhe 
be ever ſo much atraid to lye alone, ſhe can't, for very Shame, 
ask a Man to be her Bed-fellow. 

G. Gab. Ay, ay, tis very true, Goody Baſy ; tho? tis, indeed, 
a very hard Caſe. But Neighbour Stizch. here, need but ask 
and have. | | 

G. Buſy. She is in the Right of it. Timothy Stitch, we all 
know what a good Hausband you was to your laſt Wife. Here's a 
Goody Coſtive herſelf is a Widow. But I ſay no more; ſpare 
to ſpeak, and ſpare to ſpeed, all the World over. . in 
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AIR IX. John of Bow. 


7 1 * re ee er e 


Plou. While you negle& the Living, 
For the Dead thus grieving, 
Your Sorrows are encreas'd. 
Joy to ſlight for Auguiſp, 
Fundly thus to languiſh, 
Is faſting at a Feaft. 
Tox well deſerve 
To pine and ſtarve, 
Who eat not when you may: 
Each Woman right, 
Or dull, or bright, 
Can give Delight ; 
For, in the Night, 
Sure evV'ry Cat is Grey. 


Tim. How cou'd you name another Wife to me? Where 


& ſhall I find another like my Firſt? Twenty Winters did we 
= live in. Love together, and never quarrell'd once in all our 
= Lives. 

6. Buſy. What he ſays is very true, Neighbours ; but he may 
= thank himſelf for that. For let her ſay or do whatever ſhe 
3 wou'd, he wou'd never quarrel with her. Not but that the 
Woman was a very good Woman in the main. 

= Omn. Yes, yes; a very good Woman in the main. 


= G. Gab. Tho” I can't but ſay ſhe had an ugly way with her, 
af abuſing every Body. 

e. Coſt Ay, ay; we all know that ſhe was the greateſt Scold 
in the Pariſh. | 

Ee. Gab. And that ſhe ſwore like a Trooper. 

= G. Coſt. And then ſhe wou'd run in every Body's Debt, and 
pay no Body, by her Good- will; — as if ſhe had been a Gen- 
tlewoman. G. Buſy. 


i 


in the main. 


12 SILVIA; Or, 


G. Buſy. Yet, for all that, the 2 was 2 1 Womaff 


Omn. O yes! a very good Woman in the main. 


G. Buſy. Tho? ſhe was Proud. 

G. Gab. And Lazy. 

G. Coft. And Thieviſh. 

I Ho, And Impudent. 

2 Vom. And Whoriſh. 

2 Vom. But, above all, a ſad Drunkard. 


G. Gab. Ah, poor Creature! that was her Death; for we al} 


know ſhe died i in her Drink. 


G. Coſt. Ah, poor Soul! we all loy'd her, to be ſure; and] 


wou'd not ſpeak any Harm of her for the World, 


G. Buſy. 


themſelves. 


Oh, no! to be ſure; for it wou'd be a wickelf 2 
thing of us to ſpeak Ill of the Dead, that cannot anſwer for” 


Gaff. Gab. O yes ; a very wicked thing, to be ſure. Tho? therſ | 
do ſay it is all the F: aſhion in London; the more Shame for em, 


I think. 


AIR X. Hunt the Squirrel, 
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G. Buſy. The Gentlefulls of London, 
Infamy ſcattering, 


Neighbours beſpattering, 


Care not who are nudone, 


But blaſt both Living and Dead. 


On high aud low 
They Scandal throw : 
Hou'd you the Reaſon find? 
'Tis, cauſe they fear 
Themſelves t'appear 
The worjt of Humankind. 


Gaff. Gab. 
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ne Moon is riſing, tis time to be going home. Let the Sex- 
syn fill up the Grave. 

Tim. Let the Grave remain uncover'd ; I'll take care of that; 
bor here I mean to tarry till the Morning. Neighbours, I thank 
0 3 all: Adieu. —I wiſh you well to your ſeveral Homes. — 


Good Night. 

> Gaff. Gab. Stay here in the cold Church-yard all Night, with 
we il. , dead Wiſe! Why, you are diſtracted, ſurely. 

6. Gab. If he been't, that were enough to make him ſo. 
* and Tim. Nay, never go about to perſuade me, for here I will 
2 "> Ray, come Life, come Death. Therefore, Neighbours, all go 


home, and leave me to my ſelf. 


vicked 


er for AIR XI. Hey ho! who's above ? 
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| Gaff. Gab. Hey bo! the Man is mad ! 
S. Buſy. Troth, if he is not, he's as bad. 


2 ” Gaff. Gab. Thow'lt dye, e're Morning, too I fear. 
G. Buly. Leave off thy Fuoling, and don't ſtay here. 
Tim. No, no. 
| Graff. Gab. 
Pos : 
J 5 G. Buſy. 5 n way? 
* : Tim. Pd rather ſtay here with my Dolly, and dye. 
6. Baſy. This is the ſtrangeſt Vagary, to pretend to ſtay here 


* 


with his Wife, when ſhe's dead; when there are ſo few Men 
who care for their Wives Company, while they are alive! 

Tim. My Reſolution may ſeem ſtranger than it is; I will 
Ee therefore tell you the Reaſon of it. Some time ago, my Wiſe 
was very ſick (that curfed Geneva often made her ſo) then I 
fell tick with Grief; but ſhe ſoon recovering, I recover'd 
too. On this Occafion, ſhe told me, if I dy'd firſt, that ſhe 
= ſhou'd break her Heart. Yet, ſhe is dead, and I, hard-hearted 


[be and ungrateful Wreich, am here alive to ſpeak it. 
1 | | G. Buſy. 


« 
A 7 
2 
1 : 


C. Buſy. Poor Heart! he weeps like any rainy Day. Bu: 
good Timathy, go on with your Tate. * 1 f 


Tim. Let me but dry my Eyes, and then I will. She ſaid the 5 
E 


ſhe had heard of Peop | 


e 
G 
G 
G 
that had been buried alive, and bein 4% 4 


4 
i 


ut 
troubled with Fits, thought, perhaps, that might be her Caſe. XR G 

G. Coft. Ay, ay; we all know what ſort of Fits ſhe wa Pet 
troubled withal —— Bat, Mam for that. Ad. 6 

Tim. And defir'd me, if I out- liv'd her, to let her be buried G 
in her beſt Cloaths, and to watch the Grave the firſt Night 1 C 
alone, nor to let the Body be cover'd *tll the Morning. I pro- C 
mis'd to grant her Requeſt, and now will keep my Word. and 


Nay, tho” the Ghoſts of all thoſe whoſe Bodies have been bu - C C 


ried here, ſhould riſe to drive me hence, I wou'd not leave the and 
Place 'till Morning. | 


. ME 

G. Buſy. O terrible! I ſhake like an old Barn in a windy Day, I. 
to hear him talk of it. ST, De 
d 

AIR XII. Oh that I was, and I wiſh that I were. i . 

45 an 


Tim. Darkneſs and Death no Fear alarms, 5 
In them who Light and Life deſpiſe. N 
Will Life reſtore ber to my Arms, | ; 
Or Light reveal her to my Eyes? : 
Then Ob, that I were, and I wiſh that I were, i} 
In the cold Grave where my true Love lies. = 


J 

E. Gab. This is downright Madneſs. Ca} 
Gaff. Gab, And we ſhall be as mad as he, to let him have his 
Will. Therefore, fince Perſuaſion won't do, Force muſt. "Iv 
_ Omn. Ay, ay; let us carry him home by Force. 1 
Gaff. Gab. Here, ſome of you help to hold him, while o- 
thers fill up the Grave. £2 
Tim. Hold, hold, Neighbours, and hear me ſpeak: If you 
fill up the Grave, and force me hence before I have perform'd 7 


my Promiſe, I will never eat, drink, or ſleep more. 9 
Let. Oh dear! why that will be the Death of him. , 


Gaff. Gab. 
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WE Gaff. Gab. Nay, then I'll have no Hand in it. 

6. Gab. Nor J. 

l , = G. Coſt. Norl. FS 

6. Buſy. Pethaps we may bring our ſelves into Trouble a» 

pour ſt. 

6. Gab. I think we are in a worſe Quandary now than we 

= WFece before. | 

6. Coft. What muſt we do in this Caſe? 

—= G. Buſy. Pray you now hear me ſpeak. 

RX Omn. Ay, ay, let us hear Goody Buſy ſpeak. 

| x G.Coft. Ay, ay, ſhe's a notable Woman, and a Midwife, 

Ford. nd knows what's fit, as well as any Woman in the Pariſh. 

1 bu- S6. Buſy. I ſay it is dangerous playing with edg'd Tools —- 

e the zind we ought to do as we would be done by — and it is ill 
medling between a Man and his Wife. —— And every honeſt 


Day, Man. is as good as his Word. And the Will of the 
Dead ought to be perform'd. Therefore, let us leave 
5 him to keep his Promiſe to his Wife. 
, 1 G. oy: Ah, dear Heart! there are not many like him. More 
qs the Pity. 
- 25 2 Good Night, Timothy. Heaven preſerve you! Good 
Night. 


Let. O my dear Father! my dear Father! let me ſtay with you. 
Tim. No body ſhall ſtay with me. Lertice, be a good Girl, 
and go home. N { Krſſes ber. 
» Plough. Come, you will let me lead you home, ure. 
Loet. No ſure, but I won't. I'll have nothing to ſay to you, 
nor ſhall you have any thing to do with me. My Father won't 
make me marry you, for he always us'd to ſay that it was pity 
à good-natur'd Girl ſhould be forc'd. 
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AIR XIII. The Bells ſhall ring. ; 


4 * VEN 

1 2 3 

i Y x 122 12 u 5 

14 I > AE 8 | — | — — — 
1 7 
17 Gaff. Gab. The Fair and Young, who ſigb alone, I 


Net are ſtill denying, 
Were Husbanas all fo conſtant grows, 
Wo d be more complying. 
G. Buſy. Priſs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nan, 
In the Morning early, 
With us ſhall come, to cheer the Man, 
Who low'd his Wife ſincerely. 


— 


Cho. The Bells muſt ring, - 

| And the Clerk muſt ſing, | 
And the good old Wives muſt wind ut. y: 

12 

Tou and I, 
And all muſt dye, | 
And leave this World behind as. 5 
SCENE X. Timothy. 46 
7! Now from the Fields the Labourers homeward go; each n 
7 one to kiſs his Wife, with ſweet Content. A good warm 
41) Supper, and a loving Spouſe, make his Houſe bleſt as mine, * . 
1 while Dolly liv'd. My Houle is now like the forſaken Barn, 
bl where the blind Howlet perches all the Day. -——— The open 

10 Air, cold Ground, on which I fit, with none to talk to but 
| 1 the ſpeechleſs Dead, is all my Comfort now. I hate my own FE 
10 warm Thatch, Flock-bed and Neighbour's Chat, fince Dolly, RX 
1 the Flower of all my Joys, is gone. — Oh, how wretched is W 9 
. the State of Man 8 4 
1 AIR 
& 3 


* 
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AIR XIV. The State! of Man. 


Expos'd to great and numerous Woes : 
Such is the Infant State of Man, 
And with his Strength his Sorrow grows. 
"Till his ſhort yet tedions Glaſs be run; 
Then he ends with Grief, who with Pain begun. 


Dol. Oh! [ Groans in the Grave. 
Tim. Mercy on me! — what Noiſe was that! — Sure [ 
heard ſomething. — I think I did — perhaps I may hear it again 
No no —- nothing at all. — All is {till — It was only my 
Fancy. — Il return to my Poſt. — [Dolly right in the Grave. 
O dear, O dear ! what can be the meaning of this! why do you 
frighten a Body ſo? — Was I not a good Husband to you while 
living, and am I not performing my Promiſe to you now you 
are Dead? — Why don't you lye (till in your Grave? — What 
is't you'd have? | 
Dol. Hickup — Not a Drop more, — if you love me. 
= Tim. It Moves — and Talks! — What will become of me? 
Dol. Pm very cold. — Where am I? — Sure this is a Church- 
yard. — I his is a Grave too. How came I here? 
im. O dear, O dear 
Dol. Who's that! Timothy - Come, help me out. 
Tim. No, I thank you, you are Dead, and a Grave is the 
fitteſt Place for you. 
Dol. I don't believe that. How came I dead! 


: Tim. Why you dy'd with Drinking, and was buried to- 
each Night. 


6 
2 Is 


arm Dol. I don't know any thing of the Matter; but, if I was 
ine, dead, I am alive again. 

arn, RE Zim. I wiſh you were. | 

pen Dol. I tell you I am. Come hither and fel me. If you 
but Wou'd but feel me once, you wou'd be ſat fy'd 


6 n Tim. She was always given to lying I dare not truſt her. 
olly, 0 Yet if ſhe ſhou'd be alive again -I have a good Mind to 


"Y 


d is venture. [ Afide, going towards the Grave.) — Oh, ſhe has me, 


2 ſhe has me ! 

4 557 N . 
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Dol. The Devil have you for a Cowardly, Cabbaging Rog Fl 
as you are. — What, are youu afraid of your own Wife, Sitra 
Zim. Nay, now I am ure 'tis my "7 herſelf, and ali 


My dear, dear Jewel, don't be angry. *T was only my Fes 


Dol. Yes, yes, you w. u'd have had me Dead. You wWã 72 


only afraid I ſhou'd be alive again. 


AIR XV. The 23d of April. 


1 


Rr 
So unkind, and ſo unwilling to receive me again 
Tim. To my Heart the Blood's thrilling, to hear thee complain 


Dol. Will you love me! 
Tim. For ever. 

Can you doubt me? 
Dol. No never. 


Amb. 0h the Pleaſure and Pain! 


Dol. I've had a ftrange Eſcape! If you hadn't ſtay'd here 
where ſhou'd I have been by this Time! I cau't tell indeed; 
but I believe *tis better as it is. 


Tim. O my Dear, how can you fuſpe& my Love? I hae. 


rather have thee again, than be Lord of the Manor. 
Dol. I wou'd not forſake my Timothy, to be made a Lady. 


Zim. Will you go Home with me, and love, and live it 


Peace; and drink no more Drams, to fright me ſo? 
Dol. Are you as glad as you ſeem to be! are you willing to 


take me again ! 


AIR; 
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AIR XVI. I live in the Town of Lynn. 
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The Bark in Tempefts toſt, 
0 Will the deſpairing Crew 
5 Land on ſome unexpected Coaſt? 
Ay marry, and thank yon too. 
The Maid who dreamt by Night 
S' bad left her Love ſo true, 
Vill ſhe awake to him and Light? 
Ay marry, and thank you too. 
O thox art my happy Coaſt ; 
And thou art my Love ſo true! 
Return my Joy; 
Take me, late loft; 
Ay marry, and thank you too. 


SCENE XI. 
Mercy on me! Pm frighten'd out of my Wits! I dropt 


Tim. 


Dol. 
Tim. 
Dol. 
Amb. 


Lettice. 


the Company going home, and came back again to ſee how 


my poor Father did, and, as ſure as any thing, I ſaw my Mo- 
ther's Ghoſt go over the Style; and but that I know that my 


Father's Alive and here, I cou'd have ſworn that I had ſeen his 


\ IR; 
I hall have all three. 


Father, Father! —— Bleſs me, he is not here. 


00, ——- What ſhall Il do? My Father will be very angry if he 
ou'd know that 1 am here; and yet I mult ſpeak to him. 
Pm frighten'd 
worſe now than I was before. Sure he is not fallen into my 
Mother's Grave. The Moon ſhines ſo directly into it, that 
Lean ſee him if he be. { Looks into the Grave, and fhrieks.} 
Dear, dear ! there's neither Father nor Mother! But let 
me think a little. If my Mother ſhou'd be Alive, after 
all. Ay marry, that wou'd fright me worſe than ſeeing 


twenty Ghoſts, for ſhe'll force me to marry Ned Plenghſhare. 


hate Work, Poverty and Confinement ; and if I marry him, 


G2 


AIR 


AIR XVII. As I fat at my Spinning Wheel. FM 
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How happy is that Woman's Life, 
Who, fair and free, has Wealth in ſtore! 
But ob, how wretched is the Wife, 0 
That's doom'd to Work, and ſtill be Poor: : 
To waſh, to brew, to card or reel, ; 


Or flill to turn the Spinning Wheel? 
SCENE XII. Sir John, Jonathan, and Lettice. 


{ 
Jon. Sir, you may be as merry as you pleaſe with my NM 
Cowardice, but I think ſtill we had better have kept on our D. 
Horſes Backs, and have ventur'd our Necks thro' the Sloughs, Sit 
than to have come thro? this plaguy Church-yard at this time Ma 


o' th* Night. 
Sir John. 
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= Sir John, Ha, ha, ha! — what, you're afraid of the Dead? 
XZ Jon, I don't like their Company. — Ah, Laud, a Ghoſt, 
n Ghoſt ! | 

Sir John. Get up, 12 Cowardly Raſcal, or — 
Jon. O dear Sir, I can't, I can't. I'm frighten'd to Death. 
Sir John. Nay, if that be the Caſe — you, and the Ghoſt, 
if there be one, may be better acquainted preſently. I'll not 

ſpoil good Company. Farewel. 


- 


fo & 


* 

F Jon. O Lud, that's worſe than t'other. Pray don't leave 
me, and I will get up. 

Sir John. Sure this Fellow's Folly has infected me too; for 
I think 1 ſee ſome body yonder in White. -—— Take your 
| Hands from before your Eyes, you Dog, or I'll cut 'em 
Jon. 1 will, I will. — O dear, dear Sir, there 'tis again. 
>> Sir John. Ceaſe your Impertinence, you Puppy, and let us ob- 
"ſerve it. It ſeems to me to be a Woman; it ſo, ſhe mult be 
in Diſtreſs. I'll go and ſpeak to her. 

Jiuon. O dear Sit, don't offer it. *Tis certainly the Devil, 
Who knowing your Conſtitution, has turn'd himſelf into this 
phape, on purpole to draw you into his Clutches. 

Sir John. Away, Fool. [ Goes to her. 
Jon. Poor Sir John! —— Poor Jonathan! — When the 
| Devil has run away with the Whore-maſter, what will become 
of the Pimp! I have follow'd this Maſter of mine to the De- 
vil, and there will leave him, to go the reſt of his Journey 
j wn his new Acquaintance, and try to repent and fave one. 


| . {AIR XVII The Oæfordſbire Tragedy. 
\ 5 7 — 3 11 * 
= T3334, 
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| My Maſter's Pimp and Favourite too, 


Ix Livry dreſt of various Hue, 
LA In wanton Pride my Days Þ ve ſpent, 
ce. But now, alas, I muſt repent. | 


my Neihinks I do it very ſcurvily. If I was ſure I was out of the 
1 our Devil's reach now, I am afraid the Remembrance of my paſt 
ughs, Sins wou'd give me more Pleaſure than Pain. And now I 
time Book again, it does not appear ſo frightful as it did. T hey are 

very Cloſe, — My Maſter has it by the Hand. If it ſhou'd be 
John. Se” C3 | a 


22 SILVIA; Or, 


a Woman after all — as it certainly is — I have made a lf 6 7 
piece of Work on't traly. Now will they ſtrike up a Bargain! '2 | 
without me, and [ ſhall loſe my Fee for extraordinary Service, ap 
my Place as Pimp in ordinary, and my Reputation for ever. 
Ay, ay, 'tis ſo— thus it goes. 


AIR XXI. You Love and I Love. 
1 3 8 


with thee ; 


In a Man's Voice. Charming, lovely Woman, I am in lov 7 
. 
In a Woman's. Nay Sir, piſh Sir, fye Sir, ſure 4 ne er ; 


can be. 
In a Man's. You're ſo fair and charming, 
In a Woman's. Yowre ſo kind and free, 
Alternatively. You love, and I love, aud you love, 


And I am in love with thee. 


They are at it ſtill. He-palms her, ſhe ſuffers it; he ſwears, the 5 

lies; he ſtorms, ſhe yields ; Vicłoria, Victoria, huzzah! "EST 
| Sir John. ] ſee and pity your Diſtreſs ; but, unleſs you conſent 

to go along with me, how can I relieve you ? 0 

et. O dear Sir, you are the kindeſt Gentleman, I ſhall ne 

ver have it in my Power to make you amends. | 

Sir John. To ſerve any Perſon in diſtreſs, much more Wo. at 

man, rewards itſelf. And if you are but half ſo kind as you 

: are fair, you'll always have it in your Power to lay me under ; I 

the greateſt Obligations in the World. 4 

Let. I don't know what you mean by that, but I ſhall be bo 

very willing to be inſtructed, for [ hate Ingratitude. 1 

Sir Jobi. 2 2 
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fin Sir John. I hope you are fingle, for it is a Prineiple with me, 
itgan erer to ask any Favour of a married Woman. For he who 
vices ys his Liberty for a Woman, deſerves to have her to him- 
) = 
elf. 
r. 


RE Let. Nay, for that matter, I think, the Fools that are mar- 

Fed are fit for no body but one another. For my part, I do, 

Ind always did, bate the Thoughts of a Husband. 

Si Jobn. The moſt beautiful Woman, with the beſt natured 

Priaciples, that ever I met with in the whole Courſe of my 

Life. 

Let. How he ſqueezes my Hand! I underſtand him — He 
a fine Gentleman. — But I muſt not ſeem too forward 


Q. 


4 . | A/rae, 
AIR XX. Young am, and yet unskiP'd. 
1 5 8 ＋ 
| ; , I * * CS 
75 +l 22 I 42 
0 4 O R 
bow 4 oi ＋ J 
„ S 
nee, 
l Young I am, and ſore afraid : 
Will you hart a harmleſs Maid? 
In this Place I fear to ſtay, 
Fear with you to go away. 
Tell me, kind Sir, tell me true, 
1 What you will, and I muſt do: 
5, ſhe 9 How ſhall I ſay, Yes or No? 
ſent, + Can I ſtay, can I ſtay, or dare I go? 


C 4 AIR 


SILVIA; On 
AIR XXI. Flocks are ſporting. 


Faint denying 
's half complying ; 
Whiſt the Strife *twixt Love and Shame 
Fans the Fire OT. 
Of Defire, 
Fans the Fire 
Of Defire, 
Jill it crowns the Lover's Flame. 
Till it crowns the Lover's Flame. 


Sir John. 


Jon, What ſhou'd you be afraid of, Madam ? If you and 
my Maſter ſhou'd break a Commandment together, there's no 
manner of harm done; for Sir John has a right to ſin ſcot- 
free himſelf, and make his Neighbours pay for it, as he's a 
Juſtice of Peace. 


Let. A Juſtice o' Peace! O dear, Pm fo afraid now that 
my Father ſhould come and ſpoil my Fortune. [Ad. 


Jon. Bear up, Sir, and I warrant we carry her off betwixt us. 
Sir John. But what ſhall we do with her? Let us get off as faſt 
as we can, for it is certainly the Devil, who, knowing my 


Contiitution, aſſumes this Shape, as the moſt likely way to draw * 


me into his Clutches. 2 


Jon. Pox on his Memory. [ Afrae, | 


Sir F. Give me leave to lead you to the Style at the end of 
the Church-yard, where my Horſes wait, and then 
Jon. Mount, Whip, Spur and away. Ha, Sir! 

Let. O dear Sir! —— What am I doing? Whither am I 
going? Well, well, carry me where you will, and do with 
me what you pleaſe, for ſure you are a civil Gentleman. 

| AIR 
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AIR XXII. Once I loy'd a Charming Creature. 


. % T * TT 

14 1 
4 

54 O ſhou'd wanton Fancies move you, 

3 Shou d you prove a naughty Man, 

1 T ſhall think you never lov'd me; 

5 I. Hall hate you — if I can. 

£ But for my down, down, derry down, 


: But for my down, down, derry down. 
Sir John. Show'd your Charming Beauty move me, 
Twou' d but prove that I'm a Man. 
You fſhow'd believe I better lovd yon: 
= Try, then hate me if you can. 
Jon. Then for her down, down, derry down, 
7 Hey for her down, down, derry down. 


no 


s 2 | The End of the Firſt Act. 


de. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
SCENE à Grove. 


SILVIA. 
AIR XXIII. O the Charming Month of May. 
r 1 
ns, br S 
r 
nnen 
1 


ILENT Night yields no Repoſe, 
Silent Night my Angui ſb knows : 
And the gay Morning 
Now returning, 
Only lights me to new Woes, 
Tim. within. Only lights me to new Woes. 
Sil. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 
Tim. within. Silent Night yields uo Repoſe. 


Sil. Sure Echo's grown enamour'd with my Sorrows, that 
thus ſhe dwells upon the plaintive Sound. 


Tim. within. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


Sil. Ha, this is ſomething more! Perhaps, ſome wretched 
Maid, like me by Love undone, has choſe yon gloomy Thicket 


mine. I'Il try again. 


Long muſt I this Torture bear, 
Long muſt I love and deſpair ; 
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to complain in; and kindly joins her ſympathizing Notes with 


1 
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What Life denies us 

5 Death ſupplies us; 

8 * 8 * Friendly Death, come end my Care. 

Trim. within. Friendly Death, come end my Care. 

2 Sil, Long maſt I this Torture bear. 

© Tim. Long muſt I, &c. 
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It ſeems, indeed, the Voice of one complaining; but one of 
Bet} : ' 1 
hat falſe, deceitful Sex, which only ſeems unhappy, when it 
—Zwou'd make ours ſo indeed. Perhaps ſome buſy, prying 
Wretch, has ſtole, unheeded, on my Sorrows, and with ſcorn» 
ful Repetitions mocks my real Woes. 


SCENE II. Timothy, andSilyia. 


© Tim. Forgive, fair Maid, an unhappy Man, who has 
wandred all the long Night, not knowing where he went, nor 
where to go. Tird with my Miſery and fruitleſs Labour, 
unable to go farther, I laid me down in yonder Thicket to 
complain. But, hearing your Voice, I have with much Dif- 
ficulty crept hither to enquire of you, after my loſt Daughter; 
as I muſt of all I meet, till I have found her. 
Sil. Is it a Child you have loſt! 
Tim. A dearly beloved and a loving Child. 
4 Sil. That is a Loſs indeed. ” 
> Tim. My Wife was buried laſt Night, and came to Life again, 
and while I went home with her, my Daughter was carryed 
away. 
Sil. Your Story's very ſtrange. 
Tim, Bat very true. 
Sil. I only ſaid that it was ſtrange, not that it was not true. 
I have heard of People, who, ſeeming to be dead, have yet 
teviv'd. That may have been her Caſe. 
Tim. I can't tell — It may be ſo — My Daughter is about 
-your Age, but not ſo tall — Have you heard of any ſuch 


oe 


as Perſon? 
Sil. No, indeed. 
Tim. She's loſt for ever, and I am the moſt miſerable Man 
in the World. N 
ed 5 
et 
th 


AIR 


S I L VIA; O,, 
AIR XXIV. Parſon upon Dorothy. 


28 


To love my Wife, to loſe my Wife, 
To find my Wife again, z 
Was Peace and, ftrife, 0 
Was Death and Life, 3 
Was Pleaſure and was Pain. 1 
In Hopes, and Fears, 1 
In Smiles, and Tears, . 
Our Days inconſtant flow ; ® 
But no End I ſee 
Of my Miſery , 
Since Fortune proves my Foe. 


— . 5 
L 


Sil. You apprehend your Miſery much greater than it is; N 
for, if ſne be Virtuous, and Prudent, ſhe will find the Means 
to return. | þ 

Tim. She may be kept by Force. She's very handſome —— 
What may ſhe not be forc'd to? | 

Sil. Fear it not. Innocence is the Care of Heaven. Virtue 
will give her Reſolution to reſiſt Temptation, and Strength to 
oppoſe Violence ſhould it be offer d: Duty will teach her ſuch 
Artifices as will be ſufficient to break thro? all Difficulties and 
Dangers, that Fraud or Force can raiſe to obſtruQ her in her 
Return. How fare you, Friend? Your Colour changes, a 
and you look not well. 1 

Tom. Indeed I'm very fick, and faint. | 

Sil. Alas, poor Man! lend me your Arm, and let me lead 


you to yonder Bank; there you may repoſe your ſelf a while: | 
My Father, who lives at a Farm hard by, will ſoon be here, 
who will, I'm ſure, affiſt you with any thing, that his poor 
Houſe aftords, or Power commands. * 


Tim. This Kindneſs to a Stranger, Heaven will reward. 
Si. AQts of Humanity reward themſelves. 


Tim. 
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1 | i, | Tim. I give you too much Trouble. f 


FSi. They ſhew themſelves unworthy of their Kind, who ſee- 
g their Fellow-Creatures in Diſtgeſs, take not a Pleaſure in 
—q lieving them. Are not All expos'd to Time and Chance? 
Here's oft not the diſtance of an Hour betwixt the height of 
Happineſs and depth of Miſery. 
3 E AIR XXV. Polwart on the Green. 

1 Sil. The ſweet and bluſhing Roſe 

5 Soon withers and decays. 

Tim. Short are the Joys Life knows, 

4 And few our happy Days. | 

Sil. The faireſt Day muſt ſet in Nigbt; 

s Tim. Summer in Winter ends; 

Ambo. So Anguiſh ſtill ſucceeds Delight, 

5 And Grief on Foy attends. 


SCENE III. To them, Welford and Servant. 
Sil. Here is my Father. A good Morning to you, Sir. — 
Your Bleſſing. 

el. Heaven bleſs my Child. 

Sil. Sir, here is an Object, that claims your Pity, and Aſ- 
fiſtance. An honeſt Man diſtreſt; ſo ſick and weak he is, that 
t would be too much trouble to him now to repeat the Tale 
pf his Misfortunes. | 

Wel. Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think he needs my 
225 Pity, to command all that's in my Power. Come, Friend, ac- 
kept of this Lad to guide and aſſiſt you — Pl! No pre. 
0 cently 


30 SILVIA; or, 


ſently — you ſhall find a hearty welcome, and all the AW 


fiſtance I, or my Family, can lend you. 
Tim. With many Thanks I accept your Kindneſs. 


way — he propoſed Marriage, did he not? 


Sil. O Father, why did you ever ſuffer him to talk of Lore 


or me to hear him? 


Fel. There is no Shame in virtuous Love. The moſt mo. 


deſt Viegio may hear, and may return it too, without a Blu. 


el. Why weeps my Child ? What mean theſe Sighs, an 


All theſe e of Grief, as if thy Heart would ? 
$4. O, 
heafd from the Man, who ſwore a thouſand times he lowvd 
ane, the Man I lov'd, the Man yon bid me love, ſuch vil: 
Propoſals. — | 
Wd. O! I am all on Fire — fay, Szluia, what did he pro- 


Sil. What is not fit for you to hear, nor me to ſpeak. 


Wel. Then the Villain has dared to attempt thy Innocence 


and Virtue? | 
AIR XXVI, Now, now comes on the glorious Year. 


When tempting Beanty is the Prize, 
Intemperate Youth, raſh and unwiſe, 
Laws buman and divine deſpiſe, 
Not thinking what they're doing; 
Bat did they make the Caſe their own, 
A Child, or Sifter thus undone, 
With Horrer ſtruck, they ſure would ſpun, 
Nor tempt ſuch dreadful Rain. 


have cauſe to weep, deſpair, aud die; for I have. 


SCENE IV. Welford and Silvia. 1 


Wel. Silvia, your Lover tarried late laſt Night — ! hay: J 5 
not ſeen you fince till now. Nay, never bluſh, and turn - 


- az C pn * . l Z : 7 My 5 k 0 — Ke - f 
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= 5. Vun of his Wealth, and his ſuperior Birth, with bold, 
eencteus Freedoin he rail'd on Marriage; then talk'd to me 
Love, Enjoyment, and eternal Truth; endeavouring, by im- 
Doſing on my Simplicity, to render me vile as his own Ends. 
Kore be take d of Eſtates and Settlements, and 1 know not 
nat; and More he weuld have talk'd; but I, with juſt Indigua- 
don fired, flew from his hated Preſence. 


AIR XXVII. One Evening as I lay. 


; Ab mel anhappy Alaid, 
ar. ; How wretched is my Fate ? 
S - Deceiv'd thus, and betray'd, 
* To love where I ſhould hate. 


ben Hope has fled our Breaſt, 
Hhby ſhould Deſire remain? 
To rob us of our Reft, 
And give mceſſant Pain. 


| 
— ee 
Ti. * * $ g ** 


7 774. I win revenge "thee, thou excellent Maid; I will re- 
"oF Fenge thee on him, my ſelf, and all that ever wrong'd thee. 
Sil. Alas! Sir, Iwant no Revenge; or if I did, what eould 
you do againſt a Man ſo powerful ?— the Attempt would 
prove your Ruin. — Let me not ſee him — let him not inſult 
me with his Preſence -— by that means to be ſecur'd from 
pew lnjuries, is all the Vengeance I delire. 
el. He never ſhall, ualeſs he comes with deep Remorſe 
nd humble Penitence to ask your Pardon, and make you Re- 
paration. i 


* 
0 * 
1 e. 
1 . * 
' 1 & 
* 1 
aL „ 


Sil. 


S I L V 1 A; 5 Or, 

Sil. Let him not come at all. The Man, who takes Advan. 
tage from a Maid's mean Condition to attempt her Virtue, n 
never make her Reparation. | 1 

Vel. I fear you hate him then. | Me 

Sil. Why ſhould you fear it? You methinks ſhould wit i; 
rather. *T'was long before my Heart was taught to love him, 
and by the Pain his Cruelty gives me I fear twill be much * I 
longer C're it will learn to hate him. Þ 

el. Vil go and give Orders that Care be taken of the 
Stranger, and then Pl! ſee this mighty Man, who, by a vil. 
Abuſe of his Power, has dared to wrong me thus. Thou! 5 
# 

* 

N 


e FF 
+ K ' * 


* 
wm 


Reaſon indeed for thy Anger ; but grieve not, my Siſvia. I car fi 5 
and will defend thee. "IE 


AIR XXVII. At Rome there is a terrible Rout. 
r Ane 


* ow r 


1 
LI 5 


For our Poultry and Flocks we oft break our Repoſe, 

To defend them from Foxes and Kites, their known Foes ; 
We our Children muſt guard from worſe Vermin than thoſe, 
Which no Body can deny, &c. 


SCENE V. Silvia: E 
1 


* 1 


My Fatherbad me not to grieve — happy for me could I in tht 
obey him. In all the height of his Paſſion he never commanded 
me to hate the injurious Author of my Woes. Indulgent Px 
rent! He knows that ' tis not in my Power, and wou'dn't impoſe e: 
on me a Task impoflible. Anſwer his Kindneſs then with equi 
Fortitude, and bear, without Reproach, thoſe IIIs thou cant 
not cure. To aſſert the Dignity of injur'd Virtue, tho” in n 
humble State, be then my Care, and leave the reſt to Heaven. * 9 


1 

* 
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AIR XXIX. Fond Echo. 
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i As wretched and mean, we deſpiſe 
* by The Vicious, their Wealth, and high State; 
t Pa f The loweſt, in Virtue, may riſe, 
npoſe is Virtue alone makes us great. | 
* 13 The boarſe Peacock, tho? gaudy and gay, 
in 8 © Sweeps the Earth with bis Train, tho“ ſo bright ; 
yell. While the Lark, in his humble Array, 
A Soars ward ling to Regions of Light. 
3 SCENE VI. A Room in Sir John's Houſe. 
I Ri Enter Betty. 


- 5 Betty. Sit John lies beyond his uſual Hour he likes his 
new Bed-fellow. O the Impudence of ſome People! NY 
| | D Ice, 


4 


.. 


WF 
: 4. 
£3. 740 


Here, in his own Houſe under my Noſe, as *twere __ 8 
to bring his Trollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait upon e Bil 
too warm the Bcd for 'em!—— What, make a Bawd 
me? ou could fire the Houle, to be made & Bawd BY 
at theſe Years. The impudent Creature toto lie wit), 
Man the firſt time he ask'd her. I Wonder Sir Jeb is 
aſham'd' of himſelf! — to take up with ſuch a forward Drab -b 
At firſt I'm lare, he did not find me fo eaſy, —— Well, I've Gf 4 
been a Fo; but, ff it was to do atzen — 


— 


» 


AIR XXX. Young Philander woo'd me long. 


VA TS 
— — — | 
LAB 
— 2 => - ®. = 
r : 
— 14 — 3 
N : > ; - of 
UL —_ — fa : 
. B Dey! 
: Harmleſs Maids, of Men beware, 35 
When they're tempting you to Evil; 3 
Zho' their Flatt'ries charm the Ear, 9 25 
To be forſaken is the Devil. 4 FAY 
Un-wed, ne'er conſent to do it; 275 
Truſt 0 falſe deſigning Fellow + 8 
Virgins pluckt, like other Frait, 1 
| boſe their Reliſh, and grow mellow. „ 
SCENE 
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FF | 1 | 

* . SCENE VII. To her, Jonathan. 
vd ic ang 7 + LIE INOW een v1.34 52. 1 4 
Mite = Berty. O Jonathan! Sir John is a barbarqus, Man to me; but 
m vou remember, I hope, before you know what paſſed, you 
ib did me fear nothing, for you were ready to marry me at any 
P + I time. . f 
" Jon. Ay, ay, very likely, Child, But did Sit Jahn promiſe® 


nothing, - before you know . what:paſs'd, but what he has fince 
perform'd? | 8 1186s 

Betty. Yes, he did, to be ſure. —— He promis'd to love me 
always. But, what v'that? if he be a Gentleman, and above 
keeping his Word, I hope that it is no Shame for poor People 
to be honeſt ? | 

Jo. The greateſt in the World, Child, Why, it would be 
- =down-right 1mpudence in us to pretend to be wiſer than our 
HBetters. Beſides, you ate mine o courſe, and muſt not-pretend 
co talk of Terme now. ——— I have an equal Right to my 
— = Maſter's caſt Cloaths and Miſtreflss. ——-—— You ate part of 
muy Perquiſites. PRE I EIN 


AIR XXXI. Great Lord Frog, and Lady Mouſe. 
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At Table thus my Maſter feeas ; 
Till be has done, I lock on; 

. When the Second Courſe ſucceeds, 
70 The firſt is left, like you. 

As I in Love my Maſter ſerve, 

Sure, I don't fo ill deſerve, 
Tho' enough remains, to ſtarve? 
T ſeize you as my Due. 


D 2 Betty. 
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Betty. 0 Jonathan, ſure. you Not uſe me as my Mae 
1 


Jon. I can't tell; ru uſe you as well as I can; perhaps 3 750 
may have no teaſon to repent of the Exchange. 
' Betty. Becauſe I've been _ Maſter” 8 w ool, do 8 think nj ; 
be yours? 1 
Jon. Yes. ; f 
Berty. You're Impudent, and — — | f 
Jon. You like me the better tor't. 
Betty. Now I'm down-right angry with you. 
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AIR XXXII. Dear Prckaninny. | 
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Betty. Be gone, Sir, and fly me. a 
Jon. How can you deny me ? 
Fo Be kind, and ouce try me. 
Betty. Ne'er talk of it more. 
Jon. Come, grant my Defire, 
Betty. I your Rudeneſs admire. 
Jon, To your Chamber retire, 
Betty. Sir, there is the Door. 
[They ſing the following Stanza together.] 

Jon. Come, grant my Deſire. 
Betty. / not grant your Deſire. 
Jon. I your Beauty admire, 

Betty. I your Rudeneſs admire. 

Jon. To your Chamber retire, 

Betty. By) your ſelf, pray, retire. 

Jon. Love, there is the Door, 

Betty. Sir, ther is the Door. 

[Exit Bett 


y, on one Side, ſhutting the Door upon Jonaι 
who goes off ou the other.] . pon Fong 
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Mate 8 SCENE VII. Lettice. 

Ds "il TA IR XXXIIL Mrs. Le Gard's Dance in Perſeus and 
SS —_ — © 1 —— Anaromeda. 2 : 

ok 1 2 - 
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Let. I ben youthful May adorns the Year, 
| * The Earth is gay, the Heav'ns are clear, 
| th Aud the long Days ſcarce yield to Night: 
The Groves with Vernal Muſick ring, 
Beneath our Feet freſh Odours ſpring, 
All Nature revels in Delight: 
In Liſe, Youth is the Bloom of May; 
Me laugh, we ſing, we ſport, we play; 
And every rolling Hour ſupplies, 
Some neu, and ſome untaſted Joys, 
And all the various Scenes are bright. 
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Let. How fine I am? All over Lace, and Holland, and Si!k, 

and Silver! —-——— How pretty I look, too! Nay, I always 

thought my ſelf too good for a Taylor's Daughter. And fincel 

find what my Favours are worth, I'll be cunning, and get as 

much for em as I can, that I may never work, nor be poor a- 
. | 


* SCENE IX. 7 her, Sir John. 


Sir Jobn. Don't you wonder at your own Beauty? Dreſs'd, 
or Undreſs'd, Night, or Day, you're always charming. + 
Let. Let me alone: Wny do you ſtare upon a Body ſo? I 

gan't bear to ſee you, I am ſo aſham'd. - 
Sir John. Kind Innocent, yet charming Creature, that has 
4 the Art to pleaſe beyond all her Sex, that I ever knew, yet 
ems to know nothing of it. Laſt Night ————ye wanton 
Rogue | | 
Loet. Oh! you're a ſad Man. 
_ D 3 AIR 
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AIR XXXIV. Alas what mean I, fooliſh Maid? 1 
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2 
O fye! how conld you ſerve me ſo ? Nu. 
You naughty Man, pray, let me go, a! Wir 
That from you I may run; 8 1 a 

But ſhonld I go, I fear *twere vain, 3 

For ſoon I ſhould return again, | | | 5 

To be by you undone. i} 

Sir 'Jobn. Never were Tempers better ſuited. This Girl is as | 


much a Libertine in the Affairs of Love, as my tf; only ſhe 
don't ſeem ſo well acquainted with her own Conſtitution, as 
to be able to give any Account of the Matter. It's pure 
Nature in her; like ſome lucky Quacks, who, tho' they know 
nothing of the Theory, yet practiſe with ſurprizing Succeſs. 
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The lovely, From Grogtare, 3 


Charming in 9) y Feature 
5 Loving,” moving, on 
5 Jo improving, 
1 Mes ſhe yields to Nature: 


. But O] the pleaſing Smart, 
7, ' That thrills thro ev'ry Part, 
When poſſeſſing, 

| Kiſſing, preſſing, , 

; 15 Peaſſion improv'd by Art. 


1 | | 
: SCENE X. To them, Jonathan. 


3Y Jon. Sir, your Honour's Tenant, Farmer Welford, is come 

| io wait upon you. 

Sir John. Ha! T might well expect him, indeed I am 

ſtrangely ſhock'd. Yet I wuſt ſee him. ——— Tell him, 
1 am coming down. 


SCENE XI. Sir John and Lettice. 


Sir John. My Dear, my Affairs force me to leave you for the 
$85 | . ; in the meen time my Servants ſhall attend yay —— 
ſhe |"FYour Servants they are now, and as ſuch command them. 

. as = Let. But, will they obey me? . 

Lure 1 Sir John. Ay, or you ſhall change them for fach as Will. 

OW © 7 Let. Then! ſhall be a Miſtreſs indeed. 

Sir Fobn. Thou art the Miſtreſs of my Like 10 Fortune ; q 


{for a Moment, dear Creature, farewel. 


Dear Sir, good by rye- ip 


SCENE XII. LY 2 | 
I'm now a Lady indeed... A fine Houſe, fige Cloaths, and 


* Servants to command. 'And this Sir John is the finelt, hand- 
ſomeſt Gentleman. Not that I care for him, any more 
than I ſhould for any Body elle, that would but make a Gentle- 
woman of me. But l muſt take care never to let him know 
that, for it is for my Intereſt that he ſhould love me. Beſides, 

now I am a Gentle woman, I find, I ſhould like mightily to be 


5 r: d by every body, aud care for no body. 
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We Women appear 
Now kind, now ſevere, 
As Intereſt for either doth call; 
If we ſtay, and comply, | 
If we fly, and deny, 
I. is all Artifice, all; tis Artifice, Artifice all. 


SCENE. XIII. Lettice and Betty. 


Betty. Madam, Breakfaſt is ready for you. 
* Let. Is it fo, Mrs. Mints? but how do you know whether 
I am ready for that? 

Betty. I ſuppoſe Sir Jobn knows, Madam. He order'd me 
to get it ready as ſoon as I could. | 


Let. Where is it? How did you know but that I would have | - hy 


had it here in my own Chamber ? 


Betty. Nay, if that be all, Madam; I can ſoon fetch it, for 


that matter. 0 | 
Let. Come back; where is the Wench going? You're | 


mighty ready to obey without Orders, and to run without be. 


ing ſeat. 


SCENE XIV. Betty. 


My Chamber! — and Mink! How the aukward Trapes g J 
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takes upon her already? Sir John acts like a Gentleman, truly. 7 
-— — To ſuffer me to be huff*d, and abus'd by this —— I den' 4 


know what to call her bad enough. I'll not bear it, that's pos. 
I have let Farmer Welſord know what a Life my Maſter leads. 


—— — —- I hat'll make pure Miſchief ; for he loves the Daugb- 
5 
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. The CounTRY BURIAL. 4 
ter ſo well, that he dares not diſoblige the Father. Ay, there's 
2 Girl, who, tho? but the Daughter of a poor Farmer, by her 
EXE Pradence in keeping the Fellows at a Diſtance, has as many Ad- 
FEE mirers as there are Gentlemen in the County. Upon that ſin- 
eile Point turns the Happineſs or Miſery of a Woman's 
be 4 Life. But how few of us have the Wit to find this out till it 
is too late! 


AIR XXXVII Room, Room for a Rover. 
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| 1 Frail's the Bliſs of Woman, 
1 Fleeting as a Shade ; 
| 08 While we pity no Man, 
| Y Goddeſſes we're made: 
Y our Favours wanting, 
g | To their Wants we're kind; — 
ther EXKuin'd by our granting, 2 
_ 7 Me yo Favour find. 
| Birds, for kind complying, 
ave Love their Females more; 
= Meire lor'd for denying, 
for | Scorn'd when we implore. 
„ While on ev'ry Tree, 
b. Cherry, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds; 
1 Terry, Terry, ſing the black Birds; 
= | | Happier far than we. 
pes SCENE XV. Sir John and Welford. 
aly. : 8 
2n't Wel. Sir Fohn, tho' from your late Behaviour I'm convinc'd 
07 that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom in the Wantonneſs 
ds, of your Wealth and Power you may injure without Dan- 


ger, yet, I mult tel] you, that 'tis baſe to wrong a poor Man, 
meerly 


meerly becauſe. he is ſo; and not always ſo ſafe-as you may 


imagine. 9 | | BB 
25 Fobs, I little expected ſuch an Accuſation from any Man, 
much leſs, Helford, from you; whatever other Faults I ma, 
| have, Pride and Cruelty, I thank Heav'n, are Strangers to my T7 
| Nature. If you are uneaſy that your Leaſe is unrenew'd, te 
| Fault is in your ſelf, you might have had it done at any time, 
upon your applying to me. | 5 
Mel. Ic is not that which I complain of; tho? your efuſing Si 
it be the Ruining me and my whole Family, yet as it is a Matten 
of Courteſy, not Right, you are at your Liberty. But that 


is not what I now come to ſpeak of. 8 08 
Sir John. My Love of Pleaſure has not ſo far waſted my E. 
ſtate, or debauched my Principles, as to tempt me to wrong any ar 
Man, much leſs the Poor. The leſs they have a Right to, the bl 
greater Neceſſity there is of preſerving them in the quiet Poſſeſ- = 


fion of that, Right. | | 1 
Mel. Are not ont Children the beſt and deareſt Part of our ti 


1 ˙ ü; ² w — ˙ ( — —ͤ—— . xg Cnr - 


Properties? Is there a Monarch in the Univerſe that does not 1 
eſteem an Heir to his Crown dearer than the Crown he wears? 5 
Nature is alike in all. The meaneſt Wretch, who daily labous i 
for the Bread with which he feeds his poor Offspring, loves them 1 , 
as much as the greateſt King can his. | 1 
AIR XXXVIII. On yonder high Mountain. ö 0 
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| > powerful Law of Nature | 1 
[- Lat Doth Savage Tygers bind; os 
| | What fierce or cruel Creature, | ; 5 


But ta its Young is ln 
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nay 5) Hunger ftrong oppreſyd, cf 


an. Tuch ſorgoe their needful Prey; 

a7 „ Love confeſſing, 

wy 2 - 5 Srill careſſing: She 

ne, 6 9 5 Shall Max do leſs than they? _ 

| 3 Sir Jobs, 1have a Daughter. $8340.00 | | 

— 1 * Sir. Fobx. You i” ae one. - | 

at << Wel. Trae, the is fair; but her Beauty is her leaſt Perfe- 
E 5 Ction. 0 n | 

EF. Fir John, Io the Bloom of Youth ſhe hath Wiſdom, Prudence, 

ny and Modeſty, beyond what I have obſery'd in the moſt venera- 

he dle Old Age. 1 BF 

l. Hel. And to crown all, an inflexible Virtue, that ſets her as 
much above Temptation from Flattery, Wealth, or Power, as 

ur © they are beneath her «rue. Value. | 


ot Sir Fobn. Sheis, indeed, the Phex:x of her Sex. | 

50 mel, Tis no Boaſting, but modeſt Truth in a. Father to ſay 
rs Sv me is. Then where is your Judgment, or Gratitude ? Have 
m I not preferr'd you to many Gentlemen of ſuperior Merit and 
Fortune, in your Addrefles to my Siſvia? | | 
Sir Job. I pwn the Obligation, and — but that I am re- 
= ſolv'd never to marry. bas. he ; 
Wel. Not marry, Sir} Why 'tis a Debt due to your An- 
ceſtots — you are the Medium *twixt them and Poſterity, 
which in you mult fail unlels prevented by a prudent andiimely 
Choice; and an ample Eſtate, obtain'd by their Induſtry, be 
poſſeſs'd by Strangers to their Blood, 

Sir Jobn. As to my Anceſtors, they have had their time, as 
= I now have mine; they liv'd to pleaſe themſelves, and ſo will 
I. As to Poſterity, I ſhall not trouble my ſelf about what I 
know nothing of, and which may or may not be, notwithſtand- 
ing all the Care we can take about it. 

Wel. Since I find, what 1 hop'd had been only the Warmth 
of Youth, to be Principles with you, you are juſtly accounta- 
ble for their Conſequences. 

Sir John. Notwithſtanging your preſent Circumſtances, I 
look upon you as a Gentleman. In your Youth, as a Soldier 
of Fortune, you had Opportunities of knowing the World be- 
yond moſt Men; which, join'd to your good Senſe and juſt 
Obſervation,qualifies you to give Advice the beſt of any Man I 
know. And I appeal to your own Experience, whether Mar- 
> Tiage be not a ſtate of Life, attended with innumerable Cares, 
2 Diſappointments, and Inquietudes? | 
Miel. Tis true have found it ſo; and you, by your vin ſo 
many Years in my Houſe in your Youth,was frequemily an Fo: 

: wine 
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witnefs of this ſad Truth: And I-farther confeſs: that my ſe- 
cret Troubles (which were the greater. for being ſo) far ex- 
ceeded all that ever were viſible; but thoſe are not eſſential to 
2 married State, but might have been prevented by a more pry- 
dent Choice. But as it was, one darling Child, not only made 
them eaſy, but far o' er- paid them all. [Tho' Heaven knows XR 
that Child is now my . .A., 

Sir John. It is not the Lot of every Man to be Father toz ® 
Silvia. The ill Conveniences of Marriage are certain, the Ad. 
vantages - precarious, therefore I determine to perſevere in my 


| 9 1 | 9 4 
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Free from Confinement, and Strife, . 
' PU plow thro? the Ocean of Life, 1 
To ſeek neu Delights, [5 3 | 


Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be confin'd to a Wife. 
The Man that is free, | 
Like a Veſſel at Sea, 175 
| After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam ; 
2 But when either's conſin' d, 
, By Wife, or by Wind, © 
The for Glory defign'd, 
No Advantage they find, 
Bit rot in the Harbour at home. 


Wel. How falſely do you reaſon ? Lewdneſs is a Gulph M7 
which ſwallows up the Lives and Fortunes of all who ven— 1 
ture into it. And ſuch will be your Fate, if you purſue the 
Cour ie you are now ingap'd in. N 


= 7. GounTtrY Burral. 5. 
F. Jobs, 1 ſhall run the Hazard, ſpite of your wiſe Admo- 
Wiions. 1 ; 1 

el. At your own Peril be it then. Have I ſuppreſs'd myjuſt 
RNelentment thus long, to expoſtulate with thee for this? You 
vould be thought a Man of Humanity and Honour — was 


% 6 ot your late villanous Attempt upon my Daughter's Virtue 
* XK notorious. Inſtance of both? Nay, Sir, you may ſtart, and 
2 row, and bite your Lips, if you pleaſe, — I repeat it a- 


3" gain, your villanous Attempt. 

Sir Jobn. Confidering who I am, and what you are, ſup- 
| XEpoſing 1 had been to blame, *twou'd have become you to 

3 have cloath'd your Complaints in ſofter Language. . 
Mel. No Words are ſtrong enough to expreſs your Baſe- 
neſs and my Wrongs. | 
Sir Jobn. Had the worſt you ſeem to apprehend been accom- 
plwKiſh'd —— | | 

1 Wel. Confound thy prophane Tongue for ſuch a Suppoſition. 
Sir Jobs. Your Inſolence and Outrage would tice the Pati- 
ence — Angel. Is not your Daughter virtuous and chaſt 

as ever | 
| a Wel. The Excellency of her Virtue, whom you would have 

tuin'd, but „ e oy $a 70 

Sir John. The mighty Ruin you talk of was but to have de- 

voted my Life and Fortune to her Pleaſure, which ſure was 

= ſufficient to have kept her from Contempt, and her Beauty 
- would ſtill have been as much admir'd as ever. 

Wel. After the Loſs of Virtue, Beauty and Fortune, like a 
fair and ſumptuous Monument ereQed upon a bad Man's Grave, 
ſerve only to perpetuate Infamy, and make it more extenſive. 

Sir John. What is it that you'd wiſh your Daughter? 
el. | wiſh her Innocence, Peace, Fqrtune with Fame on 
Earth, and Everlaſting Happineſs hereafter; but you'd make 
them all impoſſible to her. | | 
Sir John. She may (till be happy. 


Wel. And ſhall, in ſpite of thee. Fond Fool that I was! 1 
{ 


922 


nd 


thought to have made you the happy Inſtrument to have ad- 
vanced her to that Luſtre and Rank in Life her Merit claims ; 

but you have render'd your ſelf unworthy of that Happineſs 

q and Honour; and notwithſtanding all my Dotage on thee, you 
nov force me to curſe the Parent that begot thee, the Womb 
+ thatborethee,and the Hour that gave thee to the Light; for thou 
> halt added to the Wrongs of Silvia, hait pierc'd her Heart 
with new unthought of Sorrows-——T have ſeen her flowing 
> Tears, heard her ſad Sighs and ſoft Complaints for thy Iugta- 


h 7 titude, unworthy as thou art. 

- Be Sir Jobn. O Welford! Father! did ſhe weep and ſigh for 
eme: O let me fly to throw me at her Feet! I cannot bear to 
＋ 1 3 | 


hear 
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hear her Sorrows told, But oh! to ſee her — ſure! 
die with Tenderneſs before her! l could not have ot i 1 
been ſo happy, or ſo wretched. | 6 


AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, dre. | 
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Reign, Silvia, Reigw ; 
The Rebel quits bis Arms : 
Tour Power*s compleat, 

And I ſubmit 
To your Victorious Charms. 

The pleaſing Pain, 

The gentle Chain, 

That #onſtant Hearts unite, 

Such Foy beſtows, 

That Freedom knows 
No ſuch ſincere Delight. 4 
i fpiver, and Tbarn, 7 

I triumph, and i maurn, 8 

1 r ie, 3 

Until 1 fly 
Her Paſſion to return; 

Baut O, I fear, 

Too fierce to bear 
The mighty Joy will be, 

And Love's keen Dart, 

Fixt in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to me. 
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J. Whither would you go? 8 | 
25 John. Whither but to Silvia? to Silvia much wrong'd, 
ot morebelov'd ; to the loving, mourning Silvia. 7 
= Jt. To what end? | r 
Sir Jobs. Lo implore her Patdon, to expell her Griefs, to 


ow eternal Love, eternal Truth. 
rry- 
re 
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el. And if ſhe conſents to ratify thoſe Vows by ma 
ing — Ha! he ſtarts; a crimſon Bluſh o erſpreads his gvilty 
Face. Wouldſt thou again abuſe my fond Credulity? I he 
*ZFenounce all Friendſhip with thee, and forbid all future Con- 
verſe with my Silvia. If by my Conſent you ever ſee her Face 
*ZZagain, may Heaven renounce me; if to revenge her Wrongs 


Fad punich you, I ſpare my felf, may — 


Sir John. O ſtop thy Imprecations, thou raſh ald Man; for 
know, I cannot, will not live without my S:/vi2's Sight. Un- 
*Zſay what thou haſt ſworn —— I never will again abuſe my 
Iruſt— never again will I repeat my Offence, 
Piel. With me you've ſinn'd paſt all Forgiveneſs. 

Sir John. Tho' I ever lov'd thy charming Daughter, yet till 


this Hour I never knew how much. Make me not deſperate, 


for if you do, by all the Pains I feel, there's no Revenge ſo 
ctuel, but Il purſue, to make thy Miſery, if poſſible, to equal 
mine; eje& thee from thy Farm; expoſe thee to Want, and 
2 Wretchedneſs, and — | 
$ Wel. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Jobn. Fury and Madneſs ! my Submiffion rejected! my 
+ Pains inſulted ! and my juſt Reſentment langh'd at! ; 


AIR XLI. Gillian of Croydon. 
811188 


— — 
Since yon deſpiſe Power, 
Tho 50 preſe'd with Want and Age, 
PI make you curſe the fatal Hoar, ; 
1 Tou ſcorn d my Love, and urg d my Rage. 
= Shall I to my Vaſſal bend? 
1 l ben the weak with the ff 


LF canton, 

tt | = v. own Head he plucks the Ruin; 

6 Se juſt Revenge purſning, | 
. Will anh yon, before I end. | AIR 
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Wel. In vain you florm, and threaten higb; ? 
He's weak, whoſe Cauſe is virong : 
When we your boaſtive Power ſhall try, 
Yowll find that Right is ſtrong. 
A virtuous, Maid, 
Wrong'd and betray d, 
Shall thy Deſtructiou prove; 


There's no Defence, 
Like Innocence, 


Nor Curſe like lawleſs Love. 


SCENE XVI. Welford's Houſe. 
Silvia, and Betty. 
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Betty. Nay, for that matter, I've told your Father already, der 
and he ſeem'd fo little concern'd at it, that it put me out of al . { 
Patience. So thought I, perhaps he won't tell Mrs. Sils? * 
and, juſt as I thought, ſo it happen'd ; ſo thought I, I'II een 
go and tell Mrs. S:/via my felt. . 
7 Oh! | [Aſide g 
etty. Mada k 
Sil. Alas! m. 


Betty. What did you ſay? 

Sil. Did I ſay any thing? | 

Betty. I thought you did. | "8 

Sil. Not that I know of. Oh! how ſhall I conceal my Tor- e 
tures from this buſy, prying Creature ? LA. 

Betty. But Mrs. Silvia, don't you think this Sir John a hor 
rible ſort of Man? 5 — 

S.. All appear ſuch to me, who fall from Virtue. 3-5 

Betty. Virtue ! Why he minds me no more than we don 


23 2 - & 0 


old Sweethcart, when we have got a new one. - 
Sil. The tireſome Impertinent ! When ſhall I have Freedom 
to complain? C 4 fide 


L 8 

Betty. And then he's ſo fond of her — Madam muſt hae 
this, and Madam muſt have that, and Madam muſt hae es 
other ; and this isn't good enough, and that isn't fine enont 2 
7 FEY and 


j 7 + 
"I ö A 
* 


1 * 

8 wr 

4 
RES 


e 
= 
- 
* \ 


* 


The CounrRY BURIAL. , 49 


3 bother isn't rich enough for her. O it would make one 
aracted to fee it! The impudent Strumpet — I could tear 


* 
1 


r Eyes out. 


ATR XLIII. Young Corydon and Phillis. 
1 Li. | > PAL 8 


n 
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5 My Rage is paſt conceiving; 

5 I florm and curſe my Fate, 

0 To think ſhe's ſtill receiving 

; Such Wealth and Pleaſures great, 

And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not, 
What I dare not, what I dare not name. 


ut our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his Maſter; — O 
there's a precious Couple of *em!—— but as I was faying, our 
Jonathan, who is Sir Jobn's Cabinet-Counlellor, ſays my Ma- 
ter loves no body from his Heart but you; and therefore the 
Peſt of it is, her Reign is like to be but ſhort. 
Sil. When Women do thoſe things, for which upon Re- 
cion they ought to hate themſelves, they can't expect that 
Men will love them long. 

Betty. Why as you ſay, Mrs. Silvia, that Woman that a, a— 
don't very well underſtand her tho*, but I ſuppoſe that 
Means that Sir Joby ſhould I6ve no body but her ſelf) | Aide. ]— 
Put what were you ſaying, Mrs. S:/v:a? 

Sil. That ſhe who parts with her Virtue, parts with the only 
harm, that makes a Woman truly lovely; and ſhe may well 


Frped. for ſhe deſerves, to be deſpis'd. 


Betty. She ſpeaks plain enough now truly: [ A/ide.]— Yes, 


ies you ſay, one can't hate that impudent Creature too 


much. 


== 3:1. If ſhe be ſuch, as you have deſcrib'd her, ſhe is miſera- 
Ple, and, whatever ſhe may deſerve, as ſuch I ſincerely pity 
her. 


E AIR 


AIR XLIV. S:rephon, when you ſee me fly. 


1 
8 4 7 
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Dee 
Where can gentle Pity meet 
So fit a Snbjed for her Grief ? 
Sure that Miſery's compleat, | 
. When Time, and Death yields no Relief. 
Death from leſſer Ills may ſave ; 
Shame extends beyond the Grave. | 


Betty. Well, I'll ſtay no longer; ſhe's enough to put one out | 
of Conceit with ones ſelf. [ Afide.] Mrs. Silvia, I hope you 
believe that what I have told you is nothing but the Truth. 


Sil. Wou'd I con'd nor, [ Afade, | | 


Betty. But I beg you to take no manner of Notice. 
Sil. You may be aſſured I never will. May it ever remain 


unknown; it they are guilty, they may yet repent; which if | 
they do, Heaven innocent and gracious will forgive; the e. 


qually guilty World, never will; if they are innocent, what 


Injury ſhall I do, what Guile contract, by propagating Fa. 
— 45 


ſhood? 
Betty. Ves, yes, as you ſay —— beſides I ſhould be turn'4 


out of Doors; and you know 'twould vex a body to loſe 
ones Place for ſuch a, a, a—— but I've told you what ſhe is, 
and ſo Mrs. Silvia your Servant. —— What a way ſhe has of 
talking? She gives one ſuch Rubs, and yet does not ſeem to 
know it neither. I don't like her; but if ſhe does but hold her 
Tongue I'm ſafe enough. I've made a pure deal of Miſchief, 
I don't doubt, for I'm ſure ſhe's nettled, for all her Gravity. 


AIR XLV. A Wealthy Merchant's Son. 


H- = * 


[i 3 


> - ; | 


She who, when ſhe'd pleaſe 

Finds * a ; 

Others Pain gives ber Eaſe, 
The ſhe's Hale. 
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Since he diſdains my Love, 


New Beanties courting, 
His lafting Plague I'll prove, 
PI ſpoil his Sporting. 
P SCENE XVII. Silvia. 

F,. She's gone, the buſy Impertinent is gone, whoſe pain” 
ful Preſence check'd my ſtruggling Griefs; and now my ſwoln 
© Heart, and ready Eyes, may burſt with fighing, and o*erflow 

with Tears! O Freeman, Freeman! I thought thy former Baſe- 

2 neſs, thy vile Attempt upon my injur'd Honour, had giv'n me 

ali the Pains you could inflict, or | endure; but Jealouſy, that 


Still to figh, to pine, and languiſb, 
Still to weep and wiſh in vain, 
Still to bear increaſing Anguiſh, 
Ever hopeleſs tu complain 


Thus to Sorrow never ceaſing, 
I a helpleſs Victim prove; 
Ever full, and ſtill increaſong, 


Are the Pains of jealous Love. | 
+ Yah ACT 


ZZ burning Cauſtick to a Mind wounded by Love and Inurics be- 
"7 fore, to Torture adding Torture, Pain to Pain, gives Agonies 
[ never to be conceiv'd till they are felt. 
. 95 
out! AIR XLVI. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 
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SCENE A Grove. 


Silvia, Welford. 
ATR XLVII. Midſummer Wich. 


w— Q 
1 hos | 
4b 1 m n 
e | 3 — 
"TY II 3 
n 


A. 


. 


3 
Sil. \ V TEN flati'ring Love, and flern Deſpair, 
At once invade the Virgin's Breaſl, 

The meeting Tydes raiſe Tempeſts there, 
The rolling Sturm deſtroys her Reſt. 

Bright Innocence, unerring Guide, 
Lead me where Peace ſerenely reigns ; 

If gloomy Death her Manſions hide, 
PII ſeek her there, to loſe my Pains. 


7 * 
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—_ 7. Still ſighing !- Still in Tears! —— In ſoft and gen- 
ne Mormurs ſtill complaining ! Yet ſhe, innocent even in Thought 
of any Guilt, that might deſerve a Puniſhment ſo fevere, accu- 
tes not the Heavens, nor Me, nor Him, the cruel Author of 
per Woes. No Storm of Rage ruffles her lovely Face; no 
Thought of Vengeance ſwells her beating Breaſt ; Virtue, Lope, 
and Grief, ſo amply fill her Mind, there is no Room for any ru- 
aer Gueſt. Never did Paſſion in a Female Breaſt run with ſo 
deep, ſo trong, fo ſmooth a Stream. 
Sil. My Father here! 
el. Weeping, my vi/via! Could'ſt thou think how deep thy 
Sorrows wound me, I know thou would'ſt endeavour to ſub- 
due them. | 
Sil. I did not know you was ſo nigh. ——TI had not elſe in- 
dulg'd this Burſt of Grief: It adds to my Unhappineſs, to afflict 
| 


: 


ſo tender, and ſo good a Father. 
Mel. Thy more than Child-like Duty and Affection, thy 
Pielding Sweetneſs, and determin'd Virtue, of which each Hour 
Jou give me freſh Examples, do ſo affect me, that I am torn 
; ewixt Joy and Wonder, Sorrow and Remorſe, when-c'er [ 
ook upon thee. I, I, wretched as I am, have contributed to all 
the Wrongs you ſuffer. | 
Sil. My deareſt Father, do not thus aggravate our common 
tief; let not your Affe ction for,me, cauſe you to wrong your 
elf. If you have permitted me to love, and I have been de- 
ceiv'd, were not you deceiv'd too? 
f 1 Wel. Indeed I was; but all ſhall yet be well; ſhortly you ſhall 
be convineed, that he's ſo far unworthy of your Love, that 
gentle Peace and Joy ſhall fill your Brealt, and he be ſcorn'd at 
fitſt, and ſoon forgot. 5 : 


| 42 AIR XLVIII. How happy are young Lovers. 
= | PP; 
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On ſome Rock, by Seas ſurrounded, 
Diſtant far from Sight of Shore; 
When the ſhipwreck d Wretch, conſounded, 
Hears the bellowing Tempeſts roar; 
Hopes of Life di then forſake bim, 
"hen in this deplor'd Extream, 
Then his own loud Shrieks awake Vim, 


And be finds it all a Dream. Such 


54 SILVIA; Or, * 


Such are your Afflictions; and they, from their excel. q S 


- . . > > c 

ſive Greaineſs, ſhall, like ſome dreadful Viſion, find their End, —_ 
FS.. Good Man! He knows not that all has been diſcover'{ ( 
to rae already. ¶Aſide.] Shall I deceive the beſt of Fathers, and i 


by Hypocriſy make that my Crime, which is but my Misfor. BR 
tune? No. Whatever Diſcovery you make of his Faults, for. RE 
ive me, if I ſay, that I muſt love him ſtill. True, Virtue for. FR 
bids all Converſe with him, and I — obey ; his Crimes I hate; 
his Fall from Viriue'I lament ; his Perſon, tho” I never ſee, not 
wiſh to ſee again, *tis {till certain I mult ever, ever love. | 


4 
AIR XLIX. One Night, when all the Village ſlept. 


You happy Maids, who never knew 1 et 
The Pains of conſtant Love, ' 
Be warn'd by me, and never do - T 
The ling*ring Torture prove. 1 

2 


Wiſdom, here, brings no Relief, 
And Reſolution's vain ; | 
Oppoſing, we increaſe our Grief, | 
And faſter bind the Chain, 


SCENE | 
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SCENE II. Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, &c. 
G. Buſy. A good Day to you, Mr. Welſord; I have brought 


boa ; 1 with me all my Neighbours, as you requeſted; and hearing you 
for. ere here, with your Daughter, I left them at your Houſe, 
* and choſe with Goody Coſtive and Goody Gabble, to come 


o you, that we might have the Pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. Silvia. 
Mel. Tis kindly done of you; there is my Daughter; Þ11 
Neave you with her, and go and bid your Friends welcome. — 
Lou may follow at your Leiſure, | 


J SCENE III. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody 
1 Coſtive, (9c. 


= G. Buſy. Do ſo, do ſo; I muſt have a little Talk with her. 

It is ſome Years ago fince I ſaw her, never ſince ſhe was 

* *ZCihriſtened, as I remember. It is a great way, and I (Heaven 

help me) grow old, I don't uſe to be ſo ſparing of my Viſits 
belle. Doſt not know me, pretty one? 

Fil. I don't remember to have ſeen you before; but, as my 
Father's F riend, I am pleaſed to have the Opportunity to kuow 

- you now. 

. Buſy. Pretty Sweetneſs ! thou'rt grown out of my Know- 
ledge too, to be ſure; but we have been better acquainted; 1 
was thy Mother's Mid wife. Let me fee you will 
be Eighteen come the Time, and not married yet! Now out 

upon thy Father, for a naughty Man! it muſt have been his 
Fault, for you are ſo pretty, that you muſt have had Offers 
* enow. 

S. It is ſoon enough to know Care and Trouble. 
S. Buſy, Now ont upon it! we have never had any good 
Times fince People talk'd fo. Was not I yourg my ſelf? 


* 


and don't I know that the moſt troubleſome and caretul Part of 
2 Woman's Life, is from the time that ſhe is fit for a Husband, 
= till ſhe has got one? Our greateſt Care and Trouble is over 
* en, 5 the Men, who ſeldom take any before, are bound to 
doo it then, 
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AIR L. A Dame of Honour. 
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A Maid, tho) beautiful and chaſte, 
Lide à Cypher ſtands alone; 
Man, like a Figure, by her plac'd, 
Makes her Worth and Value kaown. 
The Brant, Man, faſt bound fur Life, | 
To rule ſhe takes upon her; | | 
Whene'er a Maid is made a Wife, | 
She becomes a Dame of Honour.” | 


G. Coſt. Goody Buſy, you are always talking to People in | 


praiſe of Marriage; now I ſuſpect you, being a Midwife, don 
| ö 


for your own Ends. 


E. Buſy. Suppoſe I did, Goody Coſtive, where is the Harm | 


of that? I am ſure, Times are ſo bad, that what with one 
thing, and what with another, an honeſt Woman, in my way | 
of Buſineſs, can hardly get Bread; and I never expect to ſee it | 
otherwiſe, while Matrimony is fo much deſpiſed as it is; why, | 


the Men are grown ſo horrible cauning, that few of them wil 


marry at all; and the Women are grown ſo forward, that they | 

won't ſtay till they are married. — 

Mrs. Silvia. 
Sil. A little thoughtful; J hope you'll excuſe me. 


1 


But you are melancholy, © 
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G. Gabble. Why truly, Neighbour Baſy, theſe muſt need te 
* great Hardſhips upon you; for no Marciages, no Lyings* RR 
nn. | Wt 
G. Buſy. It is not that which I complain of; for, to ſay the 7 1. 
Truth, I don't find but that ſingle People have as many Cbi- 
dren as thoſe that are married; but then they are ſuch Infidels, 
as to let their Children dye without Chriſtening, and what ſign- £7 
fies, to the Midwife, a Lying-in, without a Chriſtening? — | W \ 
I had once ſome Thoughts of going to London, but I am in- 2 
formed that it is worſe there than here; for there are, it ſeems, 1 


The CounTrRY BURIAL, 37 


Number of Women who get their Livelihood by being naught 
eim any Man that will pay them for it, and yet never have any 
=} hildren at all. 

,,. I can't gueſs what my Father deſigns by ſending ay þ- 5-4 
eople. ide. 
| 2 Coft. Good lack- a- day! then they have no need of a Mid- 
wife, for certain. 

6. 3 No, no; the Surgeons do all their Buſineſs. 


ecxNE IV. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, 
3 Goody Gabble, and Jonathan. 


Sil. Jonathan! What comes he for? 

Jon. Madam! 

Sil. To me? 
Jon. Yes, Madam; Sir Jobn Freeman, by me, begs your Pe- 
rulal of this Letter. 
| Sil. I am ſorry Sir John has given himſelf the Trouble, ſince 
Ill am under the Neceflity of tetuſing it. 
Jon. My Maſter commanded me to tell you, that it concern'd 
| the Happineſs of your Father. 
= &1. Since ſuch is the Cafe, I'll this Inſtant to my Father, 


7 


aand acquaint him of this important Letter — wait you here my 
F F Return. 


5 
4 I 
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SCENE V. Jonathan, Goody Buſy, Goody 
| Coſtive, Se. 


Jon. Well, ſhe's an agreeable Lady, faith. I wonder what 
Sit John means, by employing me in this Affair? If his Deſign 
It | i be honourable, he knows I can be of no manner of uſe to him, 


— 
— 
— 
— — 
ce 
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hy, FE cis quite out of my way; and if he has any other Thoughts of 
vil her, he has leſs Senſe than I imagin'd he had But who 
hey | 5 have we here! my old Acquaintancs, and former Neighbour, 
ly, 8 Goody Buſy ! 
S.. Baſy. Bleſs me; Mr. Fonathan! is it you! why you are 
= ſtrangely grown; almoſt out of my Knowledge. But am glad 
eds do fee thee, with all my Heart. 


gs: RE Jon. | beg your Pardon, but I muſt ſalute you. 


6e. Buſy. Pis what we are us'd to at Chriſtenings.— Pray 
the let it go round, 
in- Jon. With all my Heart. [ Kiſſes the reſt, 
s, RE GC. C. A preity civil young Man truly. 1 have known 


ni- BE ſome ſqueamiſh ill-dred Fellows, refule to do their Duty by a 

Woman, becauſe ſhe was in Years. 

FC. Bxſy. But where haſt been all this while; and what Buſi- 
& neſs doſt follow? 

Jon. 
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Jon. As you ſee, I ſerve a Gentleman. "ft 
S. Baſy. Are you Married? 7M 
Jon. My Maſter is a ſingle Man, and won't keep any Body us 
that is marcied in his Family. | -" 
G. Buſy. Ay, Shame take theſe Gentlefolks; they would hay, 
every Body as bad as themſelves. That mult be a ſad Houſe, es 
that has never an honeſt Woman in it. | | "Iv 
Fon. We live as they do in moſt Batchelors Families, ver; 
lovingly. While my Maſter is entertaining the Houſe-keeper in FE 
his Chamber, I am as civil to the Cook-maid in the Garret. * "800 
G. Buſy. O ſad, O ſad! what pity it is that young Men 
ſhould ſpend their Time unfruittutly with naughty Women; {7 
when, were they honeſtly married, they might in a lawful way | 7 
do much good in their Generation. If you have any Thought - 
of Marriage, I have a Widow in my Eye, that would do ve,, 
well for you. She has ſomething to bring you to, and is uu. 
der Thirty I affure you. While her Husband was in Health, 
ſhe brought him a Child every Year ; but I don't know how 1 | 
fell out, he grew weary of her, and, as it is ſuppos'd, thought | 
to have kill'd her with Kindneſs: but as it always happens in | 
thoſe Caſes, he did his own Buſineſs inſtead of hers, he fell in- 
to a Conſumption —— and dy'd about a Month ago. | 
Jon. No, Goody Baſy, that will never do for me; a wanton 
oung Widow for a Wife, and a skittiſn Horſe for a long 
3 ate two the moſt troubleſome things a Man can meet | - 
Withal. b f 
G. Buſy. Perhaps you would rather have a Maid. Tar 1 
4 
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they are tickliſh things, and I don't much care to meddle or 
make with *em. But I do know of a Farmer's Daughter, that 
will fit yon to a Hair. Her Father is a ſufficient Man, and 
will ſtock a Farm for you. *Tis true, indeed, ſhe has had one 
Child; for I am a Woman of Integrity, and would not deceive | 
any Body in theſe matters for the World. They did not marry 
her ſoon enough. But ſhe'll make an excellent ſtirring Wife, 
Þ'!1 warrant her. 
Jon. A Maid that has had a Child, is worſe than a Widow 7 
that's paſt it. I don't like any Body that you have propos'd | 
half ſo well as yourſelf. | 
G. Buſy. Now out upon you, for an idle Pack. Why thou 
naughty, wanton, young Knave, what wouldſt thou do with | 
me? Heaven help me, I am old, and fit for nothing. 1 
Fon. Let me ask you a few Queſtions, and you'll find you 
are fit for every thing. ; 
G. Buſy. Well, come on then. x 


* 
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AIR LI. Canſt thou not weave Bonelace. 


— - 

very | 
er in SY — — 
Men A 1 Jon. Thou canſt do Houſewife's Work ! 
en; G6. Buſy. + Tea, by'r Lady, that I can. 
wan Jon. Whip and ſtitch with a Ferk? 
sbs G. Buſy. Yea, as well as any one. 
jon. Canſt thou not bake and brew? 
10 6. Buſy. Yea, by'r Lady, that I can. 
W i | Jon. And do the other thing too? 
ght G. Buſy. Ont, you re naughty: get you gone. 
bY ; Jon. Thou canſt break Feſts, and ſing ? 

In- 


G. Buſy. Ta, byr Lady, that I can. 
| Jon. Caper and Dance with a Spring ? 
ng & G. Buſy. Tea, as well as any one. 


7 
a 
* 
4. 
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SCENE VI. Welford, Silvia, Jonathan, Goody 
ul Pe Buſy, Goody Coſtive, &c. 
| A 4 
= 6. Buſy. Come Neighbours, our Friends at Farmer Meſford's 
n expect us. — There is ſomething of Conſequence to be done; 


nd he would'n't ſend for us for nothing. — A Wedding, I hope; 
"me old Folks drop off apace, but if the young Ones would Marry, 
Zand be induſtrions, the World might {till be increaſing. 

c 4 By honeſt Love alone the World's upheld, 

le-, Death can't deſtroy ſo faſt, as Love can build. 


7 = SCENE VII. Welford, Silvia, and Jonathan. 

Ao ” Sil. J have obtained my Father's Leave to receive the Letter 

og | Dou have brought, Whether the Contents may require or de- 

an letve an Anſwer, I ſhall take Time to conſider. I have no more 
0 % to ſay. . 

ou SCENE VIII. Welford, and Jonathan. 


9 [ Silvia gives the Letter to Welford, who reads it.] 


Mel. See, my Silvia, the Picture of a Mind ſtruggling be- 
x tween a Senſe of Virtue, and the Love of Vice. Yet he entreats 
0 fee thee in ſuch Terms, as might move weak Minds to pity 
him. [ Gives her the _ 
14. 


R 


Sil If Pity en Wankand, L I am, ſure, the weakeſt of my der 
but yet I fear to ſee him. 1 

Wel. His baſe Attempt on thee, his: avow'd Aver ſion 1 4 4 
Marriage, and the Ruin of the Daughter of that honeſt Sag 
whom we entertain'd, all ſhew the Juſtice of thy Fear. 

Si]. That Men ſhould know Vice to be an Evil, by the Pall 2 
it gives, and yet cheriſh the Monſter that deſtroys their Peace! 

Wel. I have ſworn never to expoſe thee to be again inſule, 5 
by that licentious Man. Yet I cannot but wiſh he had nc 
render'd himſelf utterly unworthy of thee, But I have give C 
him up. You ſhall have ample Satis ſaction for all the wis 1 
you have ſuffer'd. 

Sil. If you can entertain a Thought of Vengeance, how an 
you chang'd, my Father! þ 

Wel. Hereafter thou wilt know me better. 

Sil. Whither have you ſent the Stranger and his Wife? whi.'® 
ther are you going with the People that you ſent for? O Sit, 
forgive my Fears. Urg'd by your Love for me, you ruſh on to 
certain Ruin. 

Wel. Whatever becomes of me, you are the Care of 12 

it 

Sil. I never knew him tranſported thus before. He's going 
to Sir Fobz, and will certainly provoke him to his Undoing | 
Inſtruct me, Heaven, what I ſhall do to ſave him. 


} | 


AIR LII. When Flora ſye had deck'd. 


O gracious Heaven, lend a friendly Ray, 
To guide my Steps, in Darkneſs loſt ; 
From Virtue's Precepts never let me firay, 


But guide me ſafely thro) this dreary Coaſt. 
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My Love betray a, 
." il My Duty paid, 
age | A ſpotleſs Maid, 
p. 8 Let me reſign 
1 . My uſeleſs Breath, into the hands of Death ; 
mn |þ For while I live there is no Grief like mine. 
nt 
va SCENE IX. 4 Room in Sir John's Houſe. Sir John 
"5 reading at a Table. 
& | 1 Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; 
Nis hard, but you may do it ne'ertheleſs. 
Wi. In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: 


& It poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 
ns poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey ho! 


SCENE X. Sir John, and Betty. 


Ying . 4 Betty. There he ſits, poring o'er a Book, which he no more 
f Minds, than he does me. Sir, did you cali? 
, [ $:r John throus the Book away. 


be. 
* 


Sir John. Who's there; Betty? Come hither. Why you 
ppok very amiable to-day, Betty. 
XX Lerzry. O Laud, Sir, you make me bluſh. 
| . Sir Jobn. Berty, fill me ſome Wine. The large Glaſs, and 
All it up. 
Betty. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Fobu. My Love to you, Betty. 
Betty. Thank you, Sir. 
; 4 Sir 25 Fill your ſelf, and pledge me. 
Betty. He's coming about again, I ſte. ——- Your Health, 
Fir. — If he would but drink a few more Bumpers; for when 
gie had drank moſt he always took moſt notice of me. { Aſide. 
Sir Jobn. Leave me; and ſend the Lady that came home 
With me laſt Night. 
Betty. Sir, cou'd n't I--I--I 
5 Sir Subs. What is it you would fay ! 
5 J Why, Sir, that, that, — I don't know where to find her. 


4 
/ K 

; 

£ 

0 

Ts 


; 
: 4 Sin John, Moſt I be plagu'd with your Impertinence too! 
30% ſend her to me, or leave the Honſe your ſelf. 


= Betty. O Fathers! I can't bear it! I would I could ſend the 
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Devil to fetch you both, L Ade. 
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SCENE XI. Sir John. 
AIR LIII. Ia Kent, ſo fam'd of old. 
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8 SH 
In vain, in vain I rove, 
Hine, Wit, and Women prove, 
My Anguiſh to remove, 


Pm ſtill a Lover. 


And if, to eaſe my Pains, 

I put on Marriage Chains, 

Love, that Conſtraint diſdains, 
Will ſoon be over. 


SCENE XII. Sir John, and Jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, I delivered your Letter to Mrs. Silvia. : 
Sir Jobn. Tis well. = / 


SCENE XIII. Sir John, Jonathan, and Betty, 


} 
Sir John. You need give your ſelf no farther Trouble to look 
for the Lady. Ill go and find her my ſelf, 
SCENE XIV. Jonathan, and Betty. q 
Betty. How, Fonathan here! This Fool loves me however. 7 
P11 divert my ſelf, by teazing him. — So Sir. © bef 


Jon. So Madam. like 
Berty. Captain, methinks you look very ſcurvily after your 
laſt Defeat. | 

Jon. Now I think you look like a Dealer in Second-hand 
Goods, who having outſtood your Market, repents, and wou'd 
fain be turning the Penny at any rate. 

Betty. 


ho going with flying Colours to take Poſſeſſion of a Fort, 

= ould find the Gates ſhut againſt him. 2 
Js. Now you want to be attack'd, only for an Excuſe to 
Fcarrender. But you may keep your tottering Tenement ill it 
umbles about your Ears, for Jonathan. 
Betty. Poor Fellow! I ſee he's horrible uneaſy. Bat what 

Woman can deny herſelf the Pleaſure of tyrannizing, when ſhe 
das it in her Power? To be ſure, Jonathan, you can never forget 
your laſt Diſappointment. | 


AIR LIV. There was a Knight was drunk with Wine. 


He ſeiz'd the Laſs, trembling all Ver, 
On ſtorming bent, us Doubt, Sir; 
But fhe ſlipt herſelf within the Door, 
And the bool was ſhut without, Sir. 
Jon. But ſoon repents ſhe &er ſaid Nay, 
And finds berſelf the Fool, Sir. 
For ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe wou'd, Sir. [ Going, 
Betty. But Jonathan, Jonathan. 
Jon. But ſhe that won'd not when ſhe may, 


y. |: She ſhall not when ſhe wou'd, Sir. 
„ Betty. Sure you be'nt in Earneſt, 
ob Jon. Bat ſhe that won'd not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe uon d, Sir. 
4 SCENE XV. Betty. 
vet. i 


Betty. O the impudent, pert, conceited Puppy! to leave me 


© before he has had me why he's worſe than Sir John. I am 


like to have a fine time on't truly, between 'em both! 


zu'd ; HOP AIR 
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Betty. Ha, ha, how vex'd he is! but it would fret any Man, 


Loi; , 
AIR LV. The Sun was juſt ſetting, 
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How kind was I ud, e' er this Lettice came here! 
But to be refus'd, ſure no Woman tan bear. 
By the Maſter forſaken, I'm ſcoru'd by the Man; 
Hou was I miſtaken in truſting Sir John? 

For he kiſi'd me, I grumbl'd, 

He preſid me, I flambPad, 

He pujh'd me, I tumbPd, 

Bat ſtill be puſ'd on. 
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But fince that Slut's coming Tin leſt and undone. 
Bat fence, &c. | 
Bat if I doit plague him for ſerving me ſo, 
May I ve worſe tumbl'd, worſe puſb'd, and worſe jambi, 
Iberer ever, where-ever Igo. 


SCENE XVI. Another Room in Sir John's Houſe. 
Sir John, Timothy, Ploughthare, aud Dorothy. 


Sir John. Perhaps it mayn't be agreeable to the Lady, to be | 


r E x * # 4 4 0 a 
eee 


expos'd to gratity your Curiofity. 4 
Tim. Sir, the Happineſs of our Lives depends on finding out 
Child. And, as we are inform'd, the is here. 8 
Po 
SCENE XVII. Si John, Timothy, Ploughſhare, MW _ 
Dorotby, and Lettice Singing. | Bl 


Let. My Father, Mother, and Plougliſpare here! What will WW Hi 
| become of me! 
Sir John. Stay, Child; whither are you going? 1 
4 et. 


3 


een told is as true. 


| 7 
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Let. O dear, dear Sir; 
Tim. Ay, here ſhe is; and no doubt but all the reſt we have 


Plough. Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have you been doing ? 
on've ſpan a fine Thread truly. We ſhall have the whole 
ariſh ring of you ſhortly. 

Tim. O Child, you'll break my Heart. | 
Dor. Will ſhe? but I'll break her Neck firſt. 

Let. O dear Sir Job, ſave me, ſave me, or I ſhall be torn 


to Pieces. 


Plongd. How fine the Slut is! and how familiar with the 


uſtice ; : | 
Dor. Ay, ay, tis certainly ſo. Oh you impudent Carrion, 
I'll be the Death of you. 


Tim. To find my Girl ruin'd, is worſe than never to have 


i found her at all. 


: — 
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AIR LVI. Hear me weep and wail. 
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Welcome endleſs Grief, 
Farewell my Gooſe and Sheers forever, ever. 
Can 1 find Relief? No never, never. 
For Grief, from Shame ariſing, 
New Pains is ſtill deviſing : 
All Arts maſt fail, 
Diftrattion prevail, 
My Brain tis now ſurprizing —— priging. 


Sir John. Friends, have Patience. What's paſt can't be re- 


| call'd, but I'm ready to make you any Satisfaction that's in my 


Power. 
Dor. Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin'd the Wench. The 


Blame and Shame muſt now fall all upon her own Head; where- 
as, had ſhe been married, you know *twou'd have fall'n upon her 


Husband's. 


Plou. But who do you think will have her now? 
F ; AIR 


7 S$TELVTH WT 


ATR LVII. Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes. 
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Cou d you return her true and chaſte, 

1d meet her with a Bridegroom's Haſte ; 2 

But fince, jrom you, ſhe'slearn'd ſuch Ill, I 
To hate her Spouſe, ' 
Or arm his Brows, 


Keep her, for me, Sir, keep her ſtill. 


— 
— — 4 
Prog 


— — 


Let. O dear! what muſt I do? My Father will break bis 
cart; my Mother will beat my Brains eut ; and that Monſter, 
2 Pluughfhare, will make me the May-game of the whole 
ariſh. W 
Plau. Don't call me Monſter : Pm none of your Husband: M 


So keep your Tongue to your Self. 

Let. I won't; 'tis all along of you that this has happen'd. 
You always knew that I hated you, and yet you would have 
had me, whether I would or no. 

Dor. Yes, Huſly, he would have made an honeſt Woman 


of you; but you mult be a Gentlewoman, muſt you? 1 


* 
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AIR LVIII. A Nymph of the Plain. 
——— 
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Wo So true, and ſo kind, | 
: To whate'er you inclin'd, 1 

- 8 To whate'*er you inclin'd, 
| ng He had never deny'd ; j 
| But with Joy had comply'd, | | 
2 To have made you his Wife, | 

And obey'd all his Life; |; ö 

In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging, and ſweet, 
As well might perſwade you his Paſſion ts meet. 


c his 
[ter 


hole Tim. Wife, I never approv'd of your forcing the Girl's In- 


| linations, and now you ſee what it's come to. 
Sir Joby, Friend, you ſeem an honeſt inoffenſive Man, 
Which aggravates my Remorſe for having wrong'd you. 


end. 
have 


man 


and: 


F 2 AIR 
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AIR LIX. Young Philoret and Celia met. 
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Let. Regard my Tears, diſpel my Fears, 
"tl ne*er 4 you more. 
Tim. The fimple Groom, the Steed being gone, 
So fouts the Stable Door. | 
Let. hy Pain. Tim. My Pity's vain, 

Let. ly Folly I deplore. | 
Tim. Fame that's loſt, and Time that's paſt, 
What Power can reſtore ? 

Ambo. Fame that's loft, and Time that's paſt, 

What Power can reſtore ? 


Sir John. What good-natur'd Man, that was but a SpeQat 
in this Scene, but muſt be mov'd? I thought, 'till now, aux“ 
general Love of Women conſiſtent with Generoſity, Honour, þ © 
and Humanity. - Falſe and deſtructive Principle! By ts? 
ſingle Act of mine, how many innocent Perſons have I injurtþ 7 
The Woman, too ——— the Eaſineſs with which ſhe gave wv ÞY7 
her Honour, makes her, tho” pitied, yet deſpis'd, even by ut Þ 
the Author of her Ruin. 


SCENE XVIII. To then, Jonathan; whi/pers 
Fir John. | 8 

Sir Jobn. Ha! Silvia, ſaid you? Sure you miſtake! 1 ſa 
Jon. No, Sir; ſhe's in the next Room, and deſites to ſee 1%, 

Sir Jobn. Fly then, and condu@ her in. Good Peo- I 


ple, an Affair of Conſequence obliges me to beg you wal £ 
eay . 


Qator 
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leave 
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or the preſent. If you pleaſe to wait in the next 
9 Pom, when that's diſpatch'd, Pu ſend for you again. 


SCENE XIX. Sir John and Silvia. 


== Sir Jobn. She's here, whom moſt I wiſh to ſee; and yet, ſuch 
=: the Power of Guilt, I dare not look upon her. Could I 
ZÞ ave thought her Sight wou'd ever give me Pain? But, 
ie a Wretch remov'd at once from impenetrable Darkneſs, in- 
o the mid-day Blaze, I ficken at the cheerful Light, and fain 
*$70u1d ſhun a Brightneſs, that glads all Eyes but mine. 
Fil. O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy Maid: Had Heaven 
*Fequir'd me to have dy'd, to have ſhewn my Duty to the beſt of 
Parents, the Pain had been far leſs; but filial Piety commands 
me to live, and interpoſe between your Power, and the Weak» 
Meſs of my good, but incens'd Father. 


AIR LX. Pm Ormozd the Brave. 


0 
| 


| | Your heavieſt Reſentment, ab! let me, let me bear. 
Inu Pity to his Age, my reverend Father ſpare : 
* Toil, Want, and all you can infli, I will not foun; 
But when I think that he may be, for wretched me, undone, 
0b, oh! 


* SCENE XX. Sir John, Silvia, amd Welford. 


el. O Silvia]! Never, *till now, had I Cauſe to bluſh for 
any Act of thine, Riſe, nor offer that Incenſe to an Idol 
which Heaven alone is worthy of, and which, were he not loſt 
| $0 Shame, as well as Honour, he muſt bluſh to receive. 
FSi. Condemn me not: Can any Submiſſion be too low to 
ſave from Ruin ſuch a Parent? Still let me kneel. 
el. Heaven, and all that's juſt on Earth, forbid it. ; 
„ er John. Confounded and amaz'd, I had not Power to raiſe 


her from the Earth. — 0 Silvia! === [/elford! — cou d 
. J 


, vS S-1-LV 1-3 Of, 
you ſee my Heart! how deep my Contrition! how ſincere ] 
Sorrow! you would no longer fear, [To Silvia.] nor you h! 
angry, [To Weltord.] Vice, in all its genuine Deformitic, 
I've juſt beheld. Virtue, in all its Charms, I ſee in ou 
Receive a returning Prodigal to your Arms; forgive, d 
make me happy. Let the Prieſt, by honourable, holy Mar 
riage, give me a juſt Poſſeſſion of thy Charms, and join mes 
Virtue, and to thee, for ever. 2 

Sil. I came to beg your Favour for my Father, not a Hys Þ (0 


band for my ſelf. You once thought me mean enough to ba- RY 
ter my Innocence and Virtue, for your Wealth; ſhould I non FR _ 
conſent to marry you, might it not be juſtly ſuſpe&ed that ny oy 
| x! former Reſentment was not from the Love of Virtue, and Com bY 
| tempt of Riches, but Artifice, to make the better Terms? Vi. ft 
177 tue is Heaven's beſt Gift: Nor have they more than the Ap. 1 
. pearance of it, who ſubinit to the leaſt Imputation on their Fame 1 
{ for Wealth, or Power, or Love, more tempting to a generoy | n 
| Mind. Think it not Pride in me, to refuſe an Obligation o! be 
"Fl the Man who would have robb'd me, of all that diſtinguiſh | 
#| me from the vileſt of my Sex. I a 
= Sir John. To have my Love and Admiration increav'd, by | 7 
3 what gives me Deſpair, is a Puniſhment (tho? juſt) that's in- * 
9 ſupportable. | 3 8 
AIR LXI. Minuet. 4 
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With Pity, gracious Heav'n poſſeſs d, | tc 
Taught Mortals how *twould be addreſy'd: th 
Celeſtial Fair, . 
O ſooth my Care Bu 
And, as my Heaven on Earth I view thee; 4 ho 
Lovely Creature, | 2 I 
Pride of Nature, p 
Teach me (like Heaven) how to wobe thee. ” al 


Sil. I pardon, pity, and I love thee— — Sir Jul 
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Sir John. O charming Sounds! — 80 Heaven cheers a de- 


e my 


Wiring Sinner, with the ſweet Voice of Mercy. 
u BY 7 5 ut Heaven, when it pardons, appears above Reward, 
"eo by conferring Obligations. That is not in my Power. —— 
— ro refuſe them is, and in that I am determined. —— Farewel, 
on. or ever —' Tis hard but Virtue, Prudence, and my 
i FFF ame require it. Therefore, farewel for ever. ——— If your 
—" Return to Virtae be ſincere, you have a Miſtreſs who will ne*er 


*Fforlake you; but, ever blooming, crown your Days and Nights 
with Joy, —— when I am Duſt. 

= Sir John. [ Falling on Welford's Neck.) O Welford, Welford” 

10 muſt I loſe her? You lov'd me once. Is there no Remains 

e Jof Pity left? Can you behold me ſinking, and yet refuſe a 

| Vir "Ecciendly Hand to ſave me? a 
„Vel. Embracing him.] Heaven forbids me not to pity, 


* love, and in the Anguiſh of my Soul, weep o'er thee, my 
"2 now dearer than ever, tho' too unhappy Son. 

"OE Z Sir John. Did not you call me Son? O that I were! To 
ich be your Son, is all the Happineſs my Soul aſpires to. 

8 Mel. Too ſoon you'll find that Name includes the worſt 


But, to the Buſineſs of 


4 b 1 of Miſeries, certain Deſpair, 
1 my coming. 


SCENE XXI. Sir John, Silvia, Welford, Goody 

| Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Jonathan, Betty, Cc. 

Wel. Goody Buſy, and the reſt of my Friends who came 
with me, pray, walk in. Now let all here attend and witneſs 
to the Truths I am about to utter; and you, unhappy Youth, 
© Prepare to bear the moſt ſurprizing Change of Fortune, like a 
Man. — You are not whom you ſeem, and whom you think 
your ſelf, Sir John Freeman, Baronet, and rightful Poſſeſſor of 
a fair Eſtate, but an innocent Impoſtor, and Uſvrper of ano- 
ther's Right, and my unhappy Son indeed. 

| oi} What can my Father mean! | 
G. Baſy. This is the ſtrangeſt Story that ever I heard of. 
Sir John. M elſord, to invent a Tale ſo vile, and fo abſurd, 
to make me deſpair of Siſvia, as being her Brother, is unwor- 
thy of your good Senſe and former Probity. — 
el. I will not thank you for your Aſſent to the Truth of 
What laffirm. This excellent Lady is not my Daughter, but the 
much wrong'd Angelica Freeman, the ſole ſurviving Child of 
the late Sir Jobs Freeman, and Heireſs to his large Eſtate. _— 
; Iread Wonder and Surprize in every Face. — You look for 
> Proofs. — Goody Buſy, you ſerv'd Sir John Freeman's Lady, 
and my Wife, as Midwife. 
6. Buſy. That I did to be ſure. 
Foln, , F 4 Hel. 


52 8 IL VIA; Or, 


Nel. How many Children had each? 
G. Buſy. Iwo, a Son and a Daughter, I ſhall never forget 
it: they Lay-in both times together, and your Wife nuts d 
both Sir Jobs' Children. X | 

Wel. All this is true; but was there any thing remarkable 
upon the Body of Sir John's Son when born? 

G. Bxſy. No, but yours was mark'd under the left Brea) I 
with a bunch of Grapes, the Fruit, Leaves and Stalks all in 
their proper Shape and Colour, as if they had been growing! 
on the Vine. 3 

Sir John, [Opening his Breaſt.) Here is the indelible Mark, 
viſible and fair, as when the Seal of Heaven impreſt it firſt, to 
diſtinguiſh the Impoſtor from the rightful Heir. 

Wel. Too well I know it. | 

Sil. If this Gentleman be your Son, how could his Birth F 
have been conceal'd ſo long? 

Wel. That — with my own Shame, I am now todiſcover.— 
My Wife, while unmarry'd, attended on the Mother of this 
Lady, then a Virgin, and ſo far was ſhe honour'd with her | 
Confidence, that ſhe liv'd with her rather as a Siſter or Com- F 
panion than a Servant; after her Marriage to Sir John, and my 
Wife's to me, the Honour of their Friendſhip was continu'd; 
for I was happy in Sir John's, as my Wife was in his Lady's.— 
That we had the ſame number of Children, and of the ſame 
Age and Sex, and that my Wife was entruſted with the Care | 
of theirs, you have heard already. — Soon after the Birth of 
this Lady, a War breaking cut, Sir John, who had an honou- 
rable Poſt in the Army, went for Flanders: I attended him | 
thither, and (as I had formerly done) ſerv'd under him as a Vo- 
luntier. In this our Abſence, a Fever made dreadful 
Ravage in this part of the Country. — Of it dy'd Sir Fobr's 
Lady, and quickly after his Son, (who was then at my Houſe) 
and my Daughter. — My Wife taking the Advantage of the 
Lady's Death, and our Abfence, reported, that the Son who 
dy'd was ours; and the ſurviving one (truly ours) was Sit 
John's. <— Our Daughter who dy'd was bury'd as his; and 
his, this Lady, was reputed and educated as our own — 
The Fraud was never ſo much as ſuſpe&ed by Sir Joh, nor } 
any other Perſon, my ſelf excepted ] indeed, by Obſerva- 
tions, which none elſe had opportunity to make, ſoon found 
it out, and charg'd my Wife with it; ſhe confeſs'd it, and to 
my Shame prevail'd upon me to conceal what I could never ; 
approve. — She dy'd before Sir J%nu, and never liv'd to ſee 
her Son polleſ\'d of the Honour and Wealth, which ſhe by 
ſuch wicked Means had endeavour'd to procure for him. — 
Thro* Heav*n's Mercy I hope ſhe reſts in Peace. But what 
have been my Tortures e'er ſince 1 conſented to conceal - 
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Pullty Secret! — Stung hourly with Remorſe, I attempted to 
Vo her Juſtice and conceal my Shame, by effecting a Marriage 
Between her and my Son; but Heaven, that refus'd the imper- 
ect Satisfaction, and condemn'd the Fraud, has, you fee, made 
ain the fond Attempt, nor would ſeffer her to receive that 
Ins another's Gift, which is her own proper Right. 

= Sir Jobn. And long may ſhe enjoy it. — I have not ſo ill 
profited by her bright Example, as to repine at a Change of 
Fortune, ſo juſt, and ſo much to the Advantage of this won- 

drous Pattern of all that's excellent in Womankind. 

58... Your Juſtice, and the Moderation of your Son, affects 
me more than theſe unthought of, undeſired Riches: can! 
= forget your more than paternal Kindneſs and Affection? 


Mel. Spare me the Confuſion, that your Goodneſs gives 
me; look not ſo tenderly, nor ſpeak ſo kindly, but treat me 
as your Injuries and my Crimes deſerve. 


er— | F.. The Crime was another's.-—- Your former Tenderneſs 

this and preſent Juſtice, tho? to the Diſadvantage of your Son, js 
her all your own. If you forfake me now, I am indeed au Or- 

om. phan — Riches have Snares, and Youth without a Guide is 

| my *expos'd to many Dangers — Be ſtill my Father. 

ud; F Wiel. Thy own worthy Father, were he living, could never 

'$.— love thee more. — But to be thy Father is impoſſible. 

ame Sil. This is your Son. — Let me be his, and you are ſtill 

are my Father. 

hof] Sir Jobn. Do I indeed behold her heavenly Face, all clad 

101- | Zin Smiles, and kindly bent on me? Dol indeed hear her har- 


him | , monious Voice pronounce me happy ? — Or does my flatt'ring 
Vo- | inence to ſooth Deſpair, form Images that have no real Ex- 
> iltence ? 

ors | Mel. Bleſs her, bleſs her, Heaven! and as you have made her 
uſe) ] the beſt, make her the happieſt of her Sex. — Never did I 
the taſt Joys ſincere till now. 

vno S. This ſurprizing Diſcovery unmade, — had I conſented 
vir 5 to have been yours, — the Diſintereſtedneſs of my Love and 
aud] Virtue could never have been known. — Heaven has made 
— our Duty and our Intereſt one. I may now without Reproach 
nor give my Hand, where before I had given my Heart. 


va. [ Betty Weeps. 
nd BY Jon. What, in Tears, Berty ! 

Betty. What have I loſt for want of reflecting ſooner ? I'd 
yes ; rather have that Lady's Virtue, than her Beauty and Eſtate. 


lee Jon. Poor Girl! —Why this is to have it.—I remember on a 
by IF certain Oceaſion I made you a Promiſe of Marriage, if you 
—= think it worth claiming, give me your Hand. 


* Betty. There it is; if you can forget what's paſt, you ſhall 
have no Reaſon to complain of my Conduct for the 8 
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AIR LXII. Ah how ſweet's the cooling Breeze. 
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Sir John. 0h how ſweet, ES 
All over Charms, K 
To bleſs my Arms, K 
Thy generous Virtue all Vice defeating. E 
Sil. Al compleat and pures my Foy, 
Without Alloy; 1 
H"ith Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is beating. 
Sir John. Deareſt Treaſure ' 
Sil. O Foy beyond meaſure! 
Sir John. This truly is Pleaſure. 
Te Follies adieu. 
Both. 0 Deareſt ! 


All compleat and pure's my Joy,' 
Without Alloy; 
Mith Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is beating, | 
Sil. Love gently firing, Ef 
And ſoftly inſpiring, 3 
Sir John. Panting, deſiring, I' Virtue parſue. 
Both. 0h Deareſt! 
All compleat and pures my Joy, N 
Without Alloy; | + 
I bite Hours approach, and the black are retreating, |. 


G. Buſy. 


Word. 
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' Buſy. Ay, this is as it ſhould be — I could even cry for 
hoy 45 — there is ſo much honeſt Love left in the 


Sir Jobn. Reclaim'd by your Virtue, and reſtored to Fortune 


. by your Generofity, I hope you'll take it as a Proof of my 
2 Sincerity, that I confeſs my ſelf concern'd for the Diſtteſs brought 
7 upon an honeſt Man and his Family by my Folly. 
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il. Your Concern is juſt and generous, like the Man I hope 


ever to find you — but have given my ſelf to you, and not 


my Fortune? All is yours ; diſpoſe of it as you pleaſe. 

Sir Jobn. Jonat hau, ſend Lettice and her Friends hither. — 
O Madam, the longeſt Life wou'd be too ſhort to pay my Ob- 
ligation, 


SCENE XXII. Sir John, Silvia, Welford, 
Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Sc. Timothy, Let- 
tice, Dorothy, (5c. 


Sir John. Unhappy Girl, I wiſh it was in my Power to make 
you ample Satisfaction for the Injury I've done you; but ſince 
that is impoſlible,l will ſettle ſomething on your Father, in Truſt 
for you, that, managed with Prudence, may fecure you from the 
Fears of Poverty, the Rock on which you ſplit before. 
You, Sir, I hope will continue with us. — The Farm 
lately Tenanted by my Father, with your Conſent, Madam, I 
beſtow on this honeſt Man, for the Purpoſes before-mentioned. 

Sil. And may it anſwer your Intentions, which if it does, 
we may hereafter give *em farther Proofs of our regard for 
their Welfare. 

Tim, Dor. Let. Heaven bleſs you both. 

Sir John. Leztice, as I ſhall never fee you more, take this Ad- 
vice with you. — Keep this Lady's Example in view, and you 
may yet excell in Virtue many of your Sex, who having ne- 
ver err'd in the manner you have done, look on your Fault as 
unpardonable. — Nor ſhall you, Betty, or Jonathan, be forgot. 

Fon. Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have reſolved to 
take one another for better for worſe. 

Sir Fobn. That I do approve it, you fhall find by the hand- 
ſome Proviſion I'll make for you. 

Wel. Son, not foreſeeing this happy Event, I ſent for the 
Tenants to attend, that upon making the Diſcovery they might 
be ready to pay their Duties to this Lady, upon her taking Poſ- 
ſeſſion of her Eſtate. | 

Sir John. Madam, what think you of inviting 'em in, to par- 
take of the general Joy? 

911, By all means. 
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Gaff. Gabb. Such Virtue poſſeſſing, 
Includes ev'ry Bleſſing, 
Ev ry Bleſſing, 
Our mortal State can know. 


Wel, Such bright Examples firing, 
Each gen rous Soul inſpiring, 


Inſpiring, 
We ſeorn the Warld below. 


Plough. With Pleaſure while we gaze, 
Transform'd, our Souls we raiſe, 


For Virtue beheld the Mind rene tus. 
So the Sun, for ever bright, 
Communicates his Light, 
Aud adoras every Object that he views. 
C H O- 


Tim. 
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CHORUS. 
Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſ; reflefts, 


Makes known our Defe@ts, makes known our Deſeks; 
Since Trnth to the Mind her own Likeneſs reflects, 
Let none the juſt Mirror deſpiſe. 
What Virtue ſo bright but Reflection improves, 
Or Folly ſo ſtubborn, but what it removes? 
Reflect, be happy, and wiſe. 
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Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in Two Pocket Volumes, 


„% The MUSICAL MISCELLANY: being a COLLECTION 
of CHOICE SONGS, ſet to the VIOLIN and FLUTE, by 
the moſt Eminent MASTERS. 


The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 
And is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet. Sounds 
Is fit for Treaſone, Stratagems, and Spoils. Shakeſpear, 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing-Office in Wild- Court nexr 
Lincoln's- Inn - Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and 


Country. 


Nov. 12, 1729. This Day was publiſh'd, 
The THIRD ad FOURTH VOLUMES of 


„ The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection of 
CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each Tune, and Tranſpoſed for the FLUTE. By the moſt Eminent 
Maſters, 


Mus1cx's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 
The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find; 

The gentle Spell that Charms our Cares to Reſt, 
And calms the ruffling Paſſions of the Mind. 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing · Office in Wild. Court nezt 
Lincoln's- Inn Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country, 


The FIFTH and SIXTH Volumes, which are deſign'd to con- 
clude this COLLECTION, will go to the Preſs very ſpeedily ; there- 
fore all GENTLEMEN and LADIES who are willing to Contribute 
any NEW SONGS to this Collection, are deſired to ſend em as ſoon as 
poſſible, directed for John Watts, and Care will be taken to have 'em ſet 
ro Muſick by the beſt MASTERS. 


N. B. Thoſe PIE CES which are come to Hand fince the finiſhing the 
THIRD and FOURTH Volumes, ſhall be inſerted in the FIFTH 
and SIX T II. 3 | 


Juſt Publiſh'd, The Fourth Edition of 


„ The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance, done 
from the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford, To which are 
added ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the fame Author, —— ſme Me, Liber, 
ibis in Urbem, Ovid. 


N (mark'd thus * in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with curious 
1 CUT Ts, Deſign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. High- 
more, and Ingrav'd by Ar. Gerrard Vandergucht, the Second 
Edition of 
= ** A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS ard HL 
" STORIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors 
' in ſeveral Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before. 
1 Al New Tranſlated and Compiled from the molt Authentick Originals. 
Fo: VOL. I. Containing, | VOL. Iv. Containing, 
4 An Extract of Monſieur Huet's Dil- The Happy Slave, 
courſe concerning the Original of | The Rival Ladies. 
Romances, * The Loves of King Henry IT, and 
E AN DE. Fair Roſamond. 
's rde Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery. 
* „ The Adventures of Meleſicthon. The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of 
The Jealous Eftremaduran, the Spaniards againſt the Repub- 
The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady lick of Venice. 
© Jane Grey. VOL. V. Containing, 
The Adventures on the Black | The Little Gypſy. 
Mountains, | Ethelinda. 
VOL. II. Containing, The Amour of Count Palviano and 
car The Priaceſs of Cleves. Eleonora. 
ry, The Fair Maid of the Inn, The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip. Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex. 
on- Charon: or, the Ferry · Boat. Scanderbeg the Great. 
re E The Hiſtory of the Captive. - VOL. VI. Containing, 
ute VOL. III. Containing, The Life of Caſtruccio Caftracani of 
FE Don Carlos, Lucca. 
ſet | The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and | The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. The Spaniſh Lady of England. 
| The Curious Impertinent. The Lady Cornelia. | 
the { © The Hiſtory of Jane Shore, The Biſtory of Maſſaniello. f 
H tue Prevalence of Blood. | The Falſe Dutcheſs, | 
| The Liberal Lover, * Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 
| The Beautiful Turk, Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 
0 Printed for J. Watts, at the Priating- Office in Wild- Court near Lincoln's- Y 
Ian Fields; And Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. | 
FER January 16, 1729. | 
are This Day was Publiſb'd the THIRD EDITION 
bir, *1+ Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for the Amuſe- 


: Ockober 28, 1729. 
5 his Day was Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PI ECES 


ment of His Highneſs WILLI AM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. Gay: 
With Fifty One Cutts, defign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr Wotton, and En- 


graved by Mr. Baron, Mr. Vander ucht, and Mr, Fourdrinier. Printed for 
J. Tonſon, and J. Watts. 


Jiu Pabliſd, VB 

TIMOLEON.- A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre. Royal, by 7 
His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Seco! 
Editi 


The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Thea. 
Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by Mr. Richard Barford. 

The FATALEXTRAVAGANCE. A Tragedy. As it is Adel 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by Mr, Joſegh 
Mitchell. The Fourth Edition Corrected. 

The FATE of VILLANY, A Play. As it is Acted by the Con. 
pany of Comedians, at the Theatre in Goodmans-Fields. 

DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS 
"= A Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Ori 

F inally by W. Shakeſpeare; and now Reviſed and Adapted to the Stay: 

by Mr. Theobald, the Author of Shakeſpeare Reſtor d. 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy. As it is Acted a 
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by a Gentlema 
of Wadham- College. The Second Edition. 

The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LON. 
DON. A Comedy, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Maje 
ſty's Servants. Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber, 
The Second Edition. 

LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy, As it is Actedu 
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Fielding, 

The TEMPLE BEAU, A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatr: 
in Goodmans- Fields. Written by Mr. Fielding. 

The DISSEMBLED WAN TON; or, My SON get MONEY, 
A Comedy, As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Field, 
Written by Mr. Welſted. 

The BEGGAR's OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre- Royal in 
Lincolns-Inn-Fields, Written by Mr. Gay. The Sccond Edition: To 
which is Added The Ouverture in Score; With the Muſick pretix'd u 
each Song. 

LOVE in a RIDDLE. A PASTORAL. 4s it is Acted at th: 
Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Cibder, 
With the Muſick to each Song, | 

The VILLAGE OPERA, 4s it is Acted at the Theatre-Royz. 
by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Johnſon, With the Mulch 
prefix'd to each Song, 

MOMUS turn'd FABULIST: or VULCANa WEDDING, 
An Opera: After the Manner of the Beggar's Optra. As it is perform' 
at the Theatre Royal in Lincolns-Inn-Fields. With the Muſick prefix | 
to each Song, | | * 

The LOVE R's OPERA. as it is perform'd at the Theatre- Roya, 
by His Majeſty's Servants. By Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, 
with Alrerations, With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

The QUAKER*'s OPERA. As it is perform'd at Lee's and Har- 


per's Great Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair. With the Muſick 
Pre fix d to each Song; 
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All Printed for J. War rs at the Printing- Office in ad- Court neit Y 


Lincolns-Inn-Fielas ; aud Sold by. the Bockſellers both of Tow . 
and Country. ' 708. by \ $ Dot 14 


te AP 92 3) 


+ - z 


oleph 


Com. 


ERS, 
n Ort 
Stag: 


ec qt 
leman 


ON. 
Maje. 
_lbber, 


Qed it 
ding, 
*heatre 


NEY, 
Fields, 


Oyal in 
a: To 
fix d u 
| at the 
Cibbet, 


Rope. 
Muſick 


ING. 
form'd 
prefix 


-Royal, a 
dition, 


nd Har- 
Muſick 


ur nest | 4 


